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SEX & FURY 

HARD HITTING EXTRAS! 

• Audio Commentary with Chris 0., 

Author of Outlaw Masters of Japanese Film 

• Director & Star Bios 

• Original Theatrical Trailer 

• Poster and Still Gallery 

• Production Notes 

• Special Insert Sticker 

• Optional English Subtitles 

• ...and MORE! 


FEMALE YAKUZA TALE 

INSANE SPECIAL FEATURES! 

• Audio Commentary with Chris 0., 

Author of Outlaw Masters of Japanese Film 

• Director & Star Bios 

• Original Theatrical Trailer 

• Poster and Still Gallery 

• Production Notes 

• Special Insert Sticker 

• Optional English Subtitles 

• ...and STILL MORE! 

Available for the firAf time 
anywhere on DVD? 

BOTH FEATURES PRESENTED IN 

Brand New 16x9 Digital Transfers 

WITH COMPLETELY RESTORED PICTURE AND SOUND 

available September 27 


iik house 

srtainment 

We are the audience. We hope you'll join 

For news about current and upcoming releases as well asiveb exclusive content, 
visit us at www.panikhouse.com 



; y&mrf - • 

Terror Tales 

VOLUME I 
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'■■'VOLUME V 


A A t|cw series to terrify fans! 1^ - 

NINJA VAMPIRE BUSTERS i 

Where these guys got their training is anybody s guess. but 
they do come in handy when vampires arc running rampant 
in Hong Kong! Starring Jackie Cheung (Wicked City) 


\ VENGEANCE 

fixorcist star Jason Miller is an escaped convict running ^ 
for his life-literally. The prison has let loose a dog that ca t 
only have come from hell itself to bring him down l 

SCORPION THUNDERBOLT 

A huge snake is killing people left and right. The lead 
detective realizes that it’s actually a witch who controJs“^«a 
the serpent. Its cops vs. the real underworld! 


VAMPIRE HONEYMOON < ^ 

Her husband really sucks, but not in the honeymoon way! 
A new bride finds out too late that her hubby has some.. 
er..skeletons in his closet and his vampirism isn’t covered 
in the pre-nup. Time to call in the mother-in-law and solve 
this domestic dispute! An Asian horror rarity! 


SRP $9.99 


THE #1 SELLING HORROR SERIES IS BACK FOR HALLOWEEN 

A PAIR OF DOUBLE FEATURES THAT WILL OPEN THE 
GATES OF HEL... WELL NOT REALLY BUT THEY WILL 
KEEP YOU FANS COMING BACK FOR MORE! 
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onsidered one of the true, 
classic horror films of all time, 
"Night of the Living Dead" 
tells the story of a group of strangers 
taking shelter in a farmhouse while 
the rest of the world battles an army 
of hungry "un-dead." 


H erbert West is obsessed with the 
idea of bringing the dead back to 
life. Experimenting with a glowing 
green liquid fluid, he successfully 
reanimates dead tissue. Unfortunately, 
the dead are uncontrollable and difficult 
to subdue. 


t has been called one of the most 
disturbing films ever created. Yet it has 
become a cult classic of epic proportion 
and one of the best-selling titles in home 
video history. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


• Newly Approved THX Transfer (1.33:1 - Full Frame) 

• Trailers/TV Spots 

• Dual Commentary Tracks featuring creator/director George A. 
Romero and the entire cast 

• Film Parody "Night of the Living Bread” 

• Original Mono Soundtrack 

• Dolby Digital 5.1 Remix 

• Still Photo Gallery, featuring rare color photos 

• The history of Romero's company — The Latent Image 

• Scenes from the "lost" Romero film. "There’s Always Vanilla" 

• Video interview with "Night of the Living Dead's" Judy Ridley 

• AND MORE! 


• THX Approved Digital Transfer 

•16x9 Anamorphic WideScreen (Aspect Ratio 1.85:1) 


•DTS5.1 Digital Surround 
•Dolby Digital 5.1 Surround 
•Isolated 5.1 Dolby Digital Music Score 

• Original 2.0 Mono mix 

• Commentary with Director Stuart Gordon 

• Commentary with Producer Brian Yuzna and Actors Jeffrey Combs. 
Robert Sampson. Barbara Crampton and Bruce Abbott 

• Lucasfilm THX Optimizer Audio-Video Test 

• Dual Layer Disc (SSDL) for High Quality Picture and Sound 

• AND MORE! 


• THX Certified Widescreen Transfer (enhanced for 16X9) 

• Commentary by writer/director Meir Zarchi 

• Second Bonus Commentary Featuring Cult Film Gum 
JOE BOB BRIGGS 

• Dolby Digital 5.1 Soundtrack 

• DTS 5.1 Soundtrack 

• Original Mono Soundtrack 

• Animated Motion Menus 

• 24 Chapters with Motion Images 

• Theatrical Trailers 

• TV Spots 

• Still Photo Gallery 

• Reviews 
•AND MORE! 



For nearly ten years, the swamps of Texarkana, 
Arkansas have been quiet But now locals are once 
again reporting sightings of the legendary Baggy 
Creek Creature, only this time it has returned with 
a vengeance. 


Lionel is a custodian that longs for more. Bombarded 
with daily insults from co-workers. Lionel is out for 
revenge and begins to murder everyone in his path. 
Filled with intriguing characters, over the top humor, 
BLOOD, GUTS and lots of NAKED WOMEN... "THE 
JANITOR" is the must see Horror/Comedy of the year! 



From producer JUNJI ITO (UZUMAKI, TOMIE) and 
writer/director HIDEYUKI KOBAYASHI comes a new kind 
of horror. Marino loves her Marronnier doll that was 
unfortunately made by a demented genius who uses a 
diabolical machine to turn human beings into wax dolls. 


Looking for advice about an unexpected pregnancy, 
an innocent teenage couple winds up in a New York 
brothel. They accidentally set off a bizarre series of 
events that they'll never forget., if they live to tell 
about it. 


NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD: MILLENNIUM EDITON 
MSRP $24.98 • EU-DV-1 117 • 790594111724 
RE-ANIMATOR: MILLENNIUM EDITION 
MSRP $19.98 • ELT-DV-4326 • 790594432622 
I SPIT ON YOUR GRAVE: MILLENNIUM EDITION 
MSRP $19.98 • ELT-DV-7751 • 790594775124 
BOGGY CREEK II 

MSRP $14.98 • ELT-DV-2644 • 790594264420 
THE JANITOR 

MSRP $14.98 • EU-DV-2532 • 790594253226 
MARRONNIER 

MSRP $19.98 • EU-DV-6277 • 790594627720 
THE SUCKLING 

MSRP SI 9.98 • EU-DV-7825 • 790594782528 
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BIRTH OF A MODERN MONSTER 16 

Graphic and controversial. John McNaughton s Henry: Portrait of a 
Serial Killer was hailed hv critics, drove sickened viewers out of 
screenings and ultimately forced the creation of the NC-17 rating. 
Twenty years later, McNaughton revisits his unforgiving masterwork. 
Plus: Interviews with Michael Rooker, Joe Coleman, and more. 
by The Gore-met, John W. Bowen and Jovanka Vuckovic 


NOTE FROM UNDERGROUND 6 

Zombies 

POST-MORTEM 7 

Letters from fans, readers and weirdos. 

DREADLINES 8 

News highlights, horror happenings. 
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LORD OF THE BUND DEAD 24 

Rue Morgue presents the lost interview with Amando de Ossorio. 
director of the atmospheric Tombs of the Blind Dead series. Plus: The 
Complete Guide to Templar Terror, and more! 

by Chris Alexander and Trevor Barley 

MODERN RUINS 30 

Shaun O 'Boyle s photographs of abandoned places capture traces of 
the past in emulsion, reminding us what the word "haunted" truly 
means. 

by Jovanka Vuckovic 

FEAR AND LOATHING AT FANTASIA 2005 34 

A sneak peek at a few of the global terrors presented at this summer’s 
FanTasia film festival. 

Reviews by Dave Alexander, Stuart Andrews, Owen Livermore 
and Sean Plummer 


THE CORONER'S REPORT 12 

Weird stats and morbid facts. 

NEEDFULTHINGS 14 

Strange trinkets from our bazaar of the bizarre. 

CINEMACABRE 42 

The latest films, the newest DVDs and reissues. 

SCHIZOID CINEPHILE 68 

Mad musings from Chris Alexander. 

BLOOD IN FOUR COLOURS 70 

The horror comic book gospel. 

THE NINTH CIRCLE 73 

Books that bleed. 

TRAVELOGUE OF TERROR 78 

Chiller Theatre Expo. New Jersey 
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THE SECOND SUFFERING 38 THE GORE-MET 80 

The Suffering video game gets the sequel treatment this month with Menu. Sanguinary Sexploitation 
another multi-faceted horror experience. AUDIO DROME 83 

by Monica S. Kuebler Spotlight: Shadow Reichenstein 


THEATRE DU GWARGUIGNOL 40 

GWAR front man David Brodde (a.k.a. Oderus Urungus) takes Rue 
Morgue behind the blood-splattered rubber freak show. 

by Keith Carman 


PLAY DEAD 86 

New and upcoming games. 

CLASSIC CUT 90 

John Polidori s The Vampyre 






i /* o wonder people adore George Romero. The man made a few zombie films that 
V every director with a hand-held camera or million-dollar budget has been remak- 
ing ever since. It comes as absolutely no surprise that with Romero’s return to the genre he 
defined, we find ourselves in the midst of yet another swell of zombie movies from all over 
the world. 

As of this writing, you’ve probably yet to see Les Revenants (France), Dead and Break- 
fast (USA), Night of the Living Dorks (Germany), Dead Meat (Ireland) or Graveyard Alive 
(Canada); and most of you have probably yet to see Undead (Australia) as well, despite the 
fact that it was finished two years ago. The genre shows no signs of slowing down the lat- 
est round of gut-munching that seems to have begun with 28 Days Later (UK). 

Actually, zombie films have been making the rounds forever, arguably since the Cabinet 
of Dr. Caligari, formally since White Zombie, and archetypically since Night of the Living 
Dead. And for all of the different situations and innovations, zombies don’t seem to have 
progressed beyond 1968, when they first cannibalized the living. Zombies almost always 
shamble, eat flesh and die, and that rarely changes whether they’re from from Pittsburgh or 
Perth, whether they’re political metaphors or they’re line-dancing cartoons. Zombies, it 
seems, are rotting in a rut. 

Or are they? Sometime in the early ’70s, a Spanish director that most of you never heard 
of happened on some weird voodoo when he raised his very own zombies from his native 
Spanish soil. These zombies were different; they were desiccated, lifeless and cloaked in the 
tattered robes of the medieval Templars they once were in life. They were also blind, having 
had their eyes pecked out by crows, and they had an almost religious craving for female 
flesh. Unusual, yes, and when the Blind Dead came galloping out in slow motion across the 
fog-shrouded ruins, there was no question that director Amando de Ossorio had recast 
Romero’s vision into an entirely new mould with Tombs of the Blind Dead. 

Although de Ossorio was revered as a pillar of fright cinema in Spain, on these shores his 
beloved Templars - to whom he would devote three more movies - were but a whisper cir- 
culated among cult film aficionados. It wasn’t until 1997, over twenty years after they were 
finally laid to rest, that the Blind Dead were formally unleashed in North America, courtesy 
of Anchor Bay Entertainment. Watching the exquisitely lensed scenes in which the Templars 
glide across the screen to strike terror in the hearts of rural Spain is riveting both because 
they are so remarkably removed from Romero’s zombies, despite being related. 

In this day and age of genre formulas written in stone and endless permutations of the 
same story, it seems originality is more elusive than ever. Ironically, nothing could be fur- 
ther from the truth; original concepts and ideas are probably easier to come by now than they 
ever were before, because everybody is shooting the same zombie movie, leaving the rest of 
the field wide open to pursue any of a million unexplored ideas. Let’s face it, things weren’t 
that different when de Ossorio dreamt up his Templars; the world was still reeling from 
Romero’s Night of the Living Dead, so he took the idea and reclothed it, gave them a mythol- 
ogy all their own and a new reason for being. 

I don’t know what’s more incredible: that Romero’s zombies stubbornly refuse to evolve 
in modem filmmaker’s hands, or that no one has thought of following the lead of an obscure 
Spanish director who taught us how to do it so many years go. Amando de Ossorio, we salute 
you. 

RG 

rod@t‘ue-niorgue. com 
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I WANT TO THANK YOU for covering 
City of Rott in your Flash Freak Show article. 
Dave Alexander did a great job writing it, and 
really added a nice flair to the stories covered in 
the August issue of Rue Morgue Magazine. This 
exposure will make securing a DVD distributor 
for the film a little easier. 

Frank Sudol - address withheld 

RE: RM 48. I was quite amazed at the Rue 
Morgue House of Horror office! What I couldn’t 
believe is that this office is in a building that was 
once a funeral home. It has been reputed on many 
ghost haunting websites and Coast-to-Coast AM 
that funeral homes are known to be haunted. I 
hope none of the staff have to work overtime in 
the late hours of this new office, they might have 
to deal with rappings on the walls, seeing fleeting 
spectres and whatnot. I wish you all luck. 

Paul Dale Roberts — Elk Grove, California 

NOW THIS IS MORE LIKE IT! Fora 

long time I sensed a disquieting metamorphosis 
going on at Rue Morgue. Instead of offering the 
sly, sharp commentary, mature prose, and innova- 
tive approach to the genre I’d come to expect, the 
issues that hit my mailbox over the last twelve 
months or so continued to sink in quality. I was 
thus expecting another dose of disappointment 
when I dove into RM#47 , but was pleased to find 
that with the latest issue this 'zine finally got its 
bloody bite back. At last you’ve ditched the 
shamelessly buddy-buddy interviews and the lazy 
rambles that read more like juvenile blog entries 
than reviews and have brought back the smart, 
informative, and unconventional genre coverage 
that once gave RM its good name. From insightful 
features (the Spanish horror series, which pointed 
me in the direction of a few flicks I’d never heard 
of but now wish to see) to fair but fearless criti- 
cism (Rod’s Devil s Rejects review) to layouts that 
are as gorgeous as they are gory, this issue was 
definitely a return to fine form, and I sure as hell 
hope you plan on keeping it up next time; espe- 
cially since I’ve just renewed for another year. 

John Dedeke - St. Louis, Missouri 

WHOEVER’S IDEA it was for Aftermath to 
be on the cover of your latest issue, I love you and 
want to have your abortion! I can’t wait for the 
DVD release by Unearthed F ilms 

Justin - address withheld 


THIS IS TO ADDRESS the criticisms 
made by David Smith in RM#47 and his concerns 
over “casual speak” writing in the magazine. I am 
a new reader (and not in middle school) and I love 
your magazine. Please continue the sweet, sweet 
“juvenility!” 

Jessi W. — Springfield, Missouri 

AS SOMEONE who not only liked but loved 
Land of the Dead, it is both frustrating and con- 
fusing to hear of the overwhelmingly negative 
reactions from some fans, and the poor box office 
the film has received. It seems there is virtually 
nothing that the fans can agree on about this 
movie! On top of this division of opinion as to the 
film’s quality, LotD tells a complex story, rich in 
subtext and political significance and is worthy of 
analysis itself. Because of all this, I really feel that 
an ordinary, half-page-long review by a single RM 
contributor in RMM7 , would be inadequate. Why 
not have a discussion panel in which several RM 
writers express their thoughts on the film? I’m a 
huge fan of your magazine and I think that it 
would be a blast to hear a group of RM staffers 
discussing such a controversial and significant 
film as Land of the Dead. 

Colin MacLeod - address withheld 

Many of our writers do exactly that on our mes- 
sage hoards. Check out the Rue Mortuary at 
rue-morgue, com/forums. 

I JUST WANTED to write to say thank you 
for introducing me to Jack Ketchum’s The Girl 
Next Door. I had heard of the book in past pages 
of RM but never really knew what it was about 
until I read the article in the latest issue. It was 
indeed horrifying, disturbing, sickening, infuriat- 
ing, and heartbreaking all at once. I have not come 
upon a novel in a long while where I care for the 
characters so much! I am very interested in read- 
ing more of Ketchum’s work and just wanted to 
let you know how grateful I am to the people at 
Rue Morgue for working hard to turn horror fans 
on to some great stuff that is out there. 

Chad Radford - address withheld 

I’M SO GLAD that somebody finally had the 
courage to sing the praises of Lifeforce. It actually 
slipped under my radar until a couple of years ago, 
when I saw it on late-night cable TV and I loved it. 
Yes, it is certifiably insane, and yes, that is why I 


love it (along with the fact that it also includes all 
of the great horror movie conventions: hot naked 
girls, gore, death, and a healthy helping of dread. 
The fact that it adds a generous amount of cheese 
only adds to the fun). Nice to know that there are 
some more horror fans like me out there: those 
whose lists of the classics defy the norm. 

Josh Austin - Newnan, Georgia 

RE: BLOOD IN FOUR COLOURS, 
RM#47. “The doctors who dress like birds” in the 
comic Elsinore are actually wearing the garb of 
the plague doctors. This was a fonn of seven- 
teenth century environmental suit which they 
hoped would protect them from the Black Death 
which was commonly thought to be airborne. 

More information can be found here: 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Plague_doctor. 

Mark Brown - Brisbane, Australia 

I HAVEN’T SEEN Nightwatch and won’t 
likely see it for some time but I’ve got to give it a 
little more leeway than Mr. Alexander did in your 
latest issue. I am the last person to get remotely 
excited by vampires (I think they are all self- 
indulgent twats) but if Russian filmgoers can get 
behind a little mindless entertainment, hey, maybe 
“masturbatory” and “dick-sucking” are merely 
stepping stones to horror evolution. As high as 
you hold the standard, and I’m not saying you 
shouldn’t, you’ve got to give some leeway. Keep 
up the good horror work. 

Joe Beaudoin - Espanola, Ontario 

HOPE ALL I S W E LL. Your mag remains the 
best in the buisness. Keep up the righteous work! 
Here's splat in yer eyeball, 

Chas. Baiun - somewhere in California 

CORRECTIONS: 

Last issue we mistakenly identified composer Brian 
May as the former member of the rock band Queen. Also 
Graeme Revell’s former band is, in fact, SPK. Rue 
Morgue regrets the errors. 


We encourage readers to send their comments via mail 
or e-mail. Letters may be edited for length and/or content 
Please send to info@me-morgue.com or: 

POSTMORTEM 

c/o Rue Morgue Magazine 

2926 Dundas St. West, Toronto, ON, M6P 1Y8, Canada 
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Aftermath DVD under retail ban 


Horror fans seeking a copy of Nacho I 
Cerda’s long-awaited, recently released After- 
math ( RM#48 ) will find it more elusive than 
expected after major retailers across North 
America refused to carry the film. The dia- 
logue-free 30-minute short, which has been 
praised for its beautiful cinematography and 
meditation on the indignities of death, has 
been barred for graphic content that details a 
morgue worker’s extensive defilement of a 
car crash victim’s corpse. 

“The film is brutal, doesn’t mess around, 
and goes for the throat,” says Steve Biro, 
whose Unearthed Films imprint released the 
1994 Spanish film for the first time in North 
America (in a set with Cerda’s other heralded 
short Genesis , his first short The Awakening , 
and various supplementary material). “If 
someone who has never seen anything like 
this before picks it up and watches it and actu- 
ally gets psychological damage or trauma, 
who are they going to go after, us or the store 
where they bought it from?” 

Biro says the controversy erupted after 
someone working for one of the large retail- 
ers read about the film online and word of its 
content spread to other retailers, who then 
banned it from their shelves before it was 
released. 

Aftermath is the first release from 
Unearthed that has been banned, despite the 
extreme nature of their catalogue. Currently 
the company has other graphic titles stocked 
by major retailers, such as Best Buy, Borders 
and Virgin Megastores, including the contro- 
versial Japanese Guinea Pig series, which 


features extreme gore and faux-snuff film 
content. Biro says the Guinea Pig Box Set has 
moved over 7000 units to date mainly 
because of those retailers. 

“The way things are going in the horror 
genre. Aftermath should be available,” he 
says. “The retail giants put a lot of good video 
stores out of business so they should carry 
more genre films and not just 100 copies of 
mainstream crap. Since the Guinea Pig films 
have been picked up by many of those retail 
giants. Aftermath should have had no prob- 
lem.” 

Biro notes that Virgin broke form and 
decided to stock Aftermath after all, but, as of 
the time of the interview, only in their New 
York, California and Chicago stores. To help 
those interested find the title, the Unearthed 
website (unearthedfilms.com) carries a list of 
online retailers stocking the film - as well as 
a handful of “brick and mortar” independent 
stores. 

The controversy over the release did not 
end with the film itself, however. Unearthed 
Films’ distributor, Ventura Distribution, also 
rejected the original artwork (by popular hor- 
ror artist Wes Benscoter) for the DVD cover 
and accompanying collector’s booklet, which 
features stills from Aftermath depicting 
corpse nudity and gruesome autopsy scenes. 
In fact, Biro says the manufacturer even 
refused to print the flip-cover DVD case, 
which features a nude dead man - taken from 
the Spanish video release - forcing him to 
find an alternate printer. 

The result is a “Retail” version with a tamer 



flip-cover case and collector’s booklet, which 
comes in a translucent blue cover, and the 
“Graphic” (original) packaging and booklet, 
which comes in a translucent red cover and is 
available almost exclusively through the 
Unearthed website. 

“Maybe I went in with rose-coloured glass- 
es,” laments Biro. “I thought a gorgeously 
shot film about death, autopsies and 
necrophilia could fly underneath the radar 
like the rest of our stuff has. Maybe I’m just 
crazy and think everyone in North America 
needs at least a chance to watch this film.” 

Dave Alexander 



Wigs, Accessories and Masks 


SFX Makeup and Prosthetics malabar Md 
Costumes - Retail and Rental- Retail locations in 


Toronto and Ottawa 
1 - 888 - 598-2581 

Shop online at 
www.malabar.net 
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Remakes usher Bob Clark s return to horror 



More than three decades after unleashing 
innovative 1970s fright classics like Death- 
dream and Black Christmas, director Bob 
Clark is returning to the genre that started 
his career by writing and directing a remake 
of his own infamous 1971 cult zombie flick. 
Children Shouldn 't Play With Dead Things. 

“I always said that I would never remake a 
film of mine,” Clark tells Rue Morgue, “but 
there was all this interest in Black Christ- 
mas, Deathdream and Porky’s, so I started 
thinking, what movie would 1 do?” 

Eventually Clark turned his attention to 
his debut horror comedy. Children Shouldn ’t 
Play With Dead Things, which was original- 
ly made for $40,000 with his college friends 
in Florida. 

“I did the first draft of the script and it was 
funny, kind of out of left field, but it just 
wasn’t scary enough,” he admits of his Dead 
Things retooling. “I just recently did two 
more drafts, and now I’m pretty blown away 
by it - it’s quite insane!” 

In the original film, Clark’s former collab- 
orator Alan Ormsby played a stage director 
who brings his dramatic troupe to a remote 
island to dabble in witchcraft and hopefully 
raise the dead. In the remake, Ormsby’s 
character is a movie director making a 
film about a deadly 
tragedy that occurred 
on the island, and 
decides to hold a cast 
and crew party there. 

In addition to reveal- 
ing the history of the 
island, Clark says his 
script also explores the 
back story of Orville, 
the lead corpse in the 
original, and introduces 
a brand new zombie 
character named Mason 
Ghoul. 

“The original film has 
a sense of playfulness 
from the beginning,” Clark notes. “We want- 
ed to capitalize on that humour and add 
some layers of sophistication. It’s still the 
same old Children, yet you will have never 


seen a film like this. We’re taking it to the 
extremes of comic style with some really 
outrageous zombie humour.” 

This announcement follows recent news 
that Clark’s pioneering slasher classic Black 
Christmas will also get the remake treatment 
from writer-director team James Wong and 
Glen Morgan, whose previous 
collaborations include The X- 
Files, Millennium, and Final 
Destination. Clark won’t be 
actively involved in that project 
but is on board as a producer. 
Morgan, who recently handled 
another 1970s remake, Willard, 
is slated for the director’s chair 
this time around. 

“Glen’s going to make this a 
very personal film,” says Cop- 
perheart Entertainment head 
Steven Hoban, who’s produc- 
ing the film, alongside 2929 
Productions. “It’s going to 
push the paranoia a little fur- 
ther than the original film, and 
we think we’re off to a really great start. If 
Bob Clark is satisfied, then we think no fan 
should have any reason to be unhappy.” 


Also in the cards is a Howard Stem-pro- 
duced remake of Clark’s teen sex comedy 
Porky’s, as well as an update of the direc- 
tor’s 1972 anti-Vietnam horror flick Death- 
dream, written by Stephen ( The Grudge) 
Susco, to be helmed by Eli Roth soon after 
he completes his current project, Hostel. 

“I’ve been told Deathdream is still in the 
works,” Clark says. “It’s clearly an interest- 
ing film, and Roth is a bright young direc- 
tor.” 

The remake of Children Shouldn’t Play 
With Dead Things is slated to begin shooting 
in Vancouver in February, while Hoban says 
that work on Black Christmas, also to be 
shot in Vancouver, will commence once 
Morgan and Wong finish Final Destination 
3. 

“I’ve become hot again after turning back 
to horror after 30 years,” muses Clark, who 
claims that he doesn’t have any plans to 
return to the genre beyond his remake of 
Children. “I get offered horror films once in 
a while, but I’m an eclectic; I’ve done 
almost every genre of film. The only one 
I’ve really got left to do is a western, and I’m 
working on that.” 

Paul Corupe 
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ADULT, EXPLOITATION, EURO-TRASH & MORE 
8 FAST and FRIENDLY SERVICE 
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Bump in the Night Productions 
presents the official 
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www.BumplnTheNightProductions.com 
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Top genre artists recruited for new 
horror-themed card game 


www.tonymooreillustration.com 
The Walking Dead illustrator’s personal site includes a 
blog, message board, archive of his covers and other 
art, zombie wallpapers, colour prints for sale and even 
an opportunity to buy original pages! Visit before we 
snag them all for the House of Horror. 

www.cdc.gov/global/cards.htm 
The Centers for Disease Control and Prevention have 
developed a downloadable set of infectious disease 
trading cards. Covering everyone’s favourite maladies 
from rabies, ebola and avian flu to diphtheria and 
rubella, the cards can be easily printed out in full- 
colour for your own collection. Spread the disease! 


The Horror Fiction News Network promises to become 


your one-stop spook shop in up-to-the-minute horror 


lit news. But don’t just go there to get the latest 


scoops, stay to read interviews with some of the 


genre's top names in fright fiction and sample selec 


hungryzombie.blogspot.com 


With the blogging phenomenon still going strong it was 


only a matter of time before the undead got in on the 


action. Follow Zombie Tom as he reviews zombie 


flicks, hungers for brains and muses about the possum 


who crawled into the hole in his gut. 


If you can get by the questionable artwork and website 


design, Lovecraft enthusiast and game creator Darrick 


Dishaw has an RPG (Empire ofSatanitf he’d like you to 


try. While there you can also explore his thoughts on 


Cthulhuism as a form of spirituality and read some 


Lovecraft-inspired poetry. 


\JiSiT THE RUE MORTUARY, 
RUE MORGUE’S OFFiCiAL 
MESSAGE BOARD AT 

OSSSS! 


compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 


Got a Roadkill suggestion? 


E-mail a link to: roadkill@rue-morgue. 


With help from some of the genre’s top 
artists, a new horror-themed card game 
offers players the power to destroy the 
world. Named for the word 
describing a large-scale sacri- 
fice that was offered to the 
Greek and Roman Gods, 

Hecatomb is the newest 
release from Wizards of the 
Coast, a major force in the 
card game industry known for 
previous fantasy/sci-fi titles 
like Star Wars, Dungeons & 

Dragons and the wildly popular 
Magic: The Gathering. With the ulti- 
mate goal of bringing about the apocalypse 
(with the help of assorted monsters), 
Hecatomb is the most intensively horror- 
themed release from the company to date. 

“There can be no larger slaughter than 
the ending of the world,” notes 
Hecatomb' s lead designer Ryan Miller. 
“End enough worlds, and you can become 
a god with the ability to make worlds in 
your own twisted vision.” 

The game matches two or more players, 
called Endbringers, in a battle set in a 
world much like our own but teeming with 
parallel dimensions. Each Endbringer 
assembles an army composed of creatures 
derived from Aztec and Egyptian mytholo- 
gy, religious iconography from 
Mesopotamian and Norse legends, and 
Lovecraftian lore in order to usher in the 
apocalypse. 

Targeted specifically towards more hard- 
core horror fans, a key element of 
Hecatomb is the artwork on the game 
pieces, which has been created by a stable 
of leading genre artists. Illustrated game 
pieces with titles like Greater Shoggoth, 
Altar of Atrocities, Charnel Force, Roach- 
keeper, and Eviscerator adorn various 
cards, and come courtesy of artists like 
Ben Templesmith (30 Days of Night), John 
Van Fleet (Clive Barker's Book of the 
Damned II, Hellraiser, and various X-Files 
comic books), Raven Mimura (Vampire: 
The Requiem role-playing game), Dan Sea- 
grave (album cover artist for bands like 


Pestilence, Morbid Angel and Entombed) 
and Jason Felix (The Field Guide to Mid- 
west Monsters). 

“The art style is a bit of a departure from 
our other games,” says Miller, “it is decid- 
edly dreamlike, avoiding crisp lines in 
favour of creepy images. We wanted to 
convey the sense that our world is not as 
defined and clinical as some people would 
like to believe. While this approach was a 
risk, it absolutely paid off - the art for 
Hecatomb is at times both chilling and 
bold, disturbing and funny.” 

The style of play also differs from the 
average card game; Hecatomb utilizes 
five-sided, semi-transparent, stackable 
cards, much like the Gloom card game 
(RM#45), allowing the special abilities and 
powers of creature cards to be combined, 
creating new abominations ripe for com- 
bat. Players are encouraged to go on the 
attack rather than sit back, strengthen their 
positions, and then prey on weaker players. 
Miller points out that; “ Hecatomb thrives 
on fast, aggressive game play that stresses 
quick thinking and merciless oppor- 
tunism.” 

Wizards of the Coast is supporting 
Hecatomb through dial-up assistance and 
on the web with FAQs as well as online 
forums where players can ask for help and 
talk to other gamers. The first expansion 
pack will be available next month. For 
more info, visit wizards.com/hecatomb. 

Andrew Lee 
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“This book’s a remarkable 
extension of the story that 
Debra Hill and I created, true 
to the terror of the film and the 
EC comics that inspired it. ” 
y — John Carpenter 


COVER ART BY HELLBOY CREATOR MIKE MIGNOLA THE FOG ROLLS INTO THEATERS FALL 2005! 

AVAILABLE AT YOUR LOCAL COMICS SHOP OR BOOKSTORE. To find a comics shop in your area, call 1-888-266-4226 

TheFog©2005RevolutionStudiosDistributionCompanyLLC.AllRightsReserved.DarkHorseComics®isatra(Jemarl(ofDarkHorseConiics,lnc.,fegistere(iinvariouscategoriesandcountries.Allrightsreserved. 
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+ Before the advent of antibiotics it was common practice to use silver in sinus 
and cold remedies (in the form of nose drops) and in medications for syphilis. It 
was later determined that use of these products could lead to a rare and irre- 
versible condition known as Argyria, in which deposits of silver actually remain 
in the skin turning the afflicted an undead-looking, slate-grey colour. 

+ Joe D’ Amato’s Anthropophagous: The Beast was declared a “snuff film”* by 
the Liverpool Trading Standards Authority four years after its initial release in 
1980. 

+ In the 1800s it was commonplace for executioners in China to eat the heart or 
brain of those they carried out sentence on. 

+ In the folklore of many cultures, including Romania, Russia, China and parts 
of Africa, committing suicide was believed to cause vampirism. 

+ An alternate title for George Romero’s 1973 virus outbreak film The Crazies 
is Code Name: Trixie. 


-compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 
Got a weird stat or morbid fact? 
Send it through to info@rue-morgue.com. ‘ 


.+ Dysmorphophobia is a disorder in which a normal, healthy person becomes 
inflicted with the belief that they are suffering from a physical deformity. 


+ The last serious outbreak of the Bubonic Plague struck India and China in 
1910, killing millions. 


+ Exploitation producer Dwain Esper (Sex Madness , Marihuana) acquired Tod 
Browning’s Freaks from MGM for virtually nothing, and his devotion to screen- 
ing the film is credited as saving it from being lost and subsequently forgotten. 


+ The first computer game with a vampire theme was Accolade’s Elvira: Mis- 
tress of the Dark (1990). 


+ In June 2005, a 23-year-old Romanian nun named Maricica Irina Cornici was 
held captive, starved and eventually crucified by tA'o other nuns and the priest 
overseeing the small mountain monastery she served at. Following an argument 
the 29-year-old priest deemed her possessed by an evil spirit. Medical records 
later indicated that Cornici suffered from schizophrenia. 


+ In the spring of 1856, the Ottoman army was storing vast amounts of gun- 
powder in a church on Rhodes Island. Lighting strack the building on April 3, 
causing a massive explosion that killed approximately 4000 people. 


+ Actor Lionel Atwill (Mystery of the Wax Museum , Son of Frankenstein ) saw 
his career all but ended after a sex scandal resulted from a rumoured orgy that 
had occurred at his 1 940 Christmas Party. 


+ Clint Eastwood’s first film role was that of a lab technician in Revenge of the 
Creature (1955). ■*" 








LIVING DEAD MASK 

$69.95 - $99.95 USD each 

Whether you’re in the market for a particularly gruesome Halloween costume, or just love the smell 
of zombie latex in the morning, Cemetery Gate Productions has the mask for you. Their Living Dead line 
features disgustingly detailed disguises like “Blood Ghoul” (pictured), the sea-ravaged “Shipwrecked” 
and the aptly dubbed “Dead and Bloated”. 

Wear a fractured face at cemeterygateproductions.com. 


MAD MONSTER ACTION FIGURES 

$15 USD eact 

Classic TV Toys revisits the heyday of Scooby Doc 
cartoons, Count Chocula and scary Aurora model kits 
with their 8-inch Mad Monster Toys. Complete with 
glow-in-the-dark eyes and hands (plus those old- 
school stretchy fabric costumes), series one 
reintroduces Dreadful Dracula, Human Wolf- 
man, Monster Frankenstein and Horrible 
Mummy, while series two features Demonic 
Devil, Grim Reaper, Gruesome Ghost and 
Salem Witch. 
Relive your chilling childhood at 
classictvtoys.com. 



ALL HALLOWS T-SHIRTS 

$15 USD each 

Crediting Rue Morgue for inspiration (see their website), the All Hallows clothing 
company wormed their way right into our hard hearts! Their duds are cool, 
natch, and guaranteed to make you a cold cadaver on the warmest summer 
nights. 

Get a threadful o’ dreadful from allhallowsclothing.com. 


ARCANE NONESUCH PENDANTS 

$10- $30 USD each 

Add some creepy charm to your witchy wardrobe with retro-style pendants from Arcane None- 
such. Handmade in Salem, Massachusetts using stained glass techniques, these themed designs 
include Pagan, Tarot Cards, Halloween, Vintage, and Tattoo. Wear ’em close to your black, black heart. 

Try on a trinket at arcanenonesuch.com. 
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TWENTY YEARS AGO, ONE FILMMAKER DARED TO HOLD A MIRROR UP TO THE SERIAL KILLER GENRE WITH A STARK AND 
REALISTIC CHRONICLE BASED ON THE HORRIFIC CRIMES OF MURDERER HENRY LEE LUCAS. GRAPHIC AND CONTROVERSIAL, 
JOHN MCNAUGHTON'S HENRY: PORTRAIT OF A SERIAL KILLER WAS HAILED BY CRITICS, DROVE SICKENED VIEWERS OUT 
OF SCREENINGS AND UmMATlLY FORCED THE CREATION OF THE NC-17 RATING. WITH A SPECIAL EDITION ANNIVERSARY DVD 
ON THE HORIZON, MCNAUGHTON REVISITS HIS UNFORGIVING MASTERWORK. 


F rom Jack the Ripper to the Boston Strangler, Ed Gein to Ted 
Bundy, real-life serial killers have formed a cornerstone of the 
horror genre for almost as long as there’s been film. Over the 
decades, the depiction of humanity’s most notorious murderers 
has ranged from maniacal (The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, From Hell) to 
sympathetic (M, Dahmei ) to romantic (Badlands, Natural Born Killers). But 
there was always a line that filmmakers simply did not cross. The fic- 
tional accounts pumped violence, gore and twisted psychologies for max- 
imum entertainment value, but the vile, predatory realities of serial mur- 
der were reserved for true crime documentaries and TV series that 
spared viewers the most sickening aspects (ie. graphic crime scene pho- 
tos) and clinically filtered the emotional impact of the crimes through a 
narrator. 

In the mid-’80s, when the serial killer genre had devolved into slasher 
mindlessness, the debut of a neophyte director crossed that line by rais- 
ing the bar on graphic violence and forcing viewers to account for it in its 
most raw form. Called Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer, the new film 
was budding director John McNaughton’s journey into one man’s heart of 
darkness. 

At the time, McNaughton was making true crime documentaries culled 
from public domain video footage for MPI Home Video. With horror prov- 


ing lucrative for distributors, MPI owners/brothers Waleed and Malik Ali 
offered to fund a low-budget horror film, no strings attached. 
McNaughton decided to base it loosely on one of America’s most infa- 
mous rapist/murderers - Henry Lee Lucas (and his sometime accomplice 
Otis Toole) - transplanting the main players to a faceless, downbeat Mid- 
western setting. With a budget of $100,000 and 16mm film in the cam- 
era, principal photography began just before Halloween 1985 and was 
completed in 28 days. 

McNaughton delivered a work that was the antithesis of the typical 
slasher films and goofy horror comedies popular at the time. Employing 
documentary techniques and occasional hand-held video footage, Henry: 
Portrait of a Serial Killer came across as almost unbearably inhuman, a 
brief but unforgettable study of a man without any moral compass what- 
soever, a true monster of the modern world. Adding to its grubby allure, 
McNaughton crafted an eerie, disconcerting soundtrack and added a 
soundscape that fleshed out the few atrocities that mercifully happened 
off camera. And yet, despite the fact that Henry anticipated a grim new 
turn for the genre, it was far from an exercise in obscenity; it was a mute 
and all too sobering look at a week in the life of an urban prowler. 

With ideas so far ahead of its time, the film did little but disappoint the 
Ali brothers. They shelved Henry and it sat unreleased and largely unseen 
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for years, until it was eventually brought before the Motion Picture Asso- 
ciation of America. Not surprisingly, the MPAA slapped Henry with an X 
rating, which put it in the same class as hardcore pornography - a finan- 
cial kiss of death for a film that wasn’t pornographic. A long battle ensued 
and was only resolved with the establishment of the notorious NC-17 rat- 
ing, which subsequently became applied to films that are hard adult, but 
not pornographic. Henry ms finally released in 1990 (sans disturbing 
original poster art by outlaw artist Joe Coleman, see p. 21), finding a sin- 
gular success in the home video market, and eventually spawning a sub- 


genre characterized by films like Man Bites Dog, The Last Horror Movie 
and August Underground. 

Twenty years later, Dark Sky/MPI celebrate the anniversary of their cin- 
ematic bastard child, with a definitive two-disc edition. Included is a pris- 
tine remastered version of McNaughton's final 83-minute cut, a new 50- 
minute documentary, deleted scenes and outtakes, the original story- 
boards and an episode from a Dark Sky series, called The Serial Killers: 
Henry Lee Lucas. 

Hue Morgue spoke to John McNaughton in August. 


"IT WAS REALLY ONE THING TO WRITE IT ON THE PAGE AND ANOTHER THING TO SEE IT PLAYED 
OUT IN FRONT OF YOU, IT WAS KIND OF NUMBING." JOHN MCNAUGHTON 


Why did you choose a brutal serial killer 
movie as your debut? 

I wanted more than anything in the world to 
make a film at that point in my life. Living on the 
south side of Chicago at that time, there were no 
film studios, there was no easy path - you 
know, get a job at the local studio and work your 
way up. The Ali brothers’ desire was to produce 
a low-budget horror film for which they would 
own all rights in perpetuity and they proposed to 
give me $100,000 to make it, no subject men- 
tioned. I was leaving Waleed’s office in a mild 
state of shock, when I went into the office of Gus 
Kavouris. We had grown up together and he was 
working for MPI at the time; he was always very 
bright and had a taste for the weird, the bizarre 
and the arcane. When I told him about the film 
and he asked what it was about, I said, “I have 


no fucking idea!” He said, “Hold on a minute, let 
me show you something,” and he reached into 
one of his many stacks of videotapes and 
popped a cassette into the VCR. It was an 
episode of the TV newsmagazine 20/20, and it 
had a segment on Henry Lee Lucas and [collab- 
orator] Otis Toole. After watching it for about 
twenty minutes, I said, “There it is! There’s hor- 
ror in the contemporary world.” I was always 
sort of a follower of true crime, so I took that 
tape and did some more research and that’s the 
confluence of coincidences that led to Henry: 
Portrait of a Serial Killer. 

How in-depth did you go into Henry Lee 
Lucas’ persona and history when crafting 
the story? 

This was before the Internet, so research was 


limited to print sources, but we went as deep as 
we could. Now with electronic editions there 
would have been a lot more newspaper search- 
ing, but we had known what he was arrested for 
and charged with and we dug up video and var- 
ious articles about serial killers and the phe- 
nomenon. Most murders are committed 
between people related in some way, but this 
idea of serial killers, these random acts of mur- 
der, was something that had been happening 
only recently, and there was no great history of 
it. There was a lot more of it going on; it was a 
symptom of society. 

An integral component of Henry is the chill- 
ing sound design, which you had a hand in 
crafting. How did you want the soundtrack to 
function in the film? 
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knows that you don’t do that with these guys, 
that if you keep ragging these guys who are ser- 
ial killers, they’re going to react. That scene we 
played for laughs. There’s an internal shift where 
these guys who are vile and not heroes come in 
and here’s this guy who is obnoxious and dis- 
gusting and you know what’s going to happen to 
him. They stab him with the soldering iron, 
strangle him with an electrical chord, bash the 
television over his head, plug it in and electro- 
cute him. It was a play on the standard: “OK, this 
is the good guy and the villain is provoking and 
provoking him, now go get him.” Later on, you 
have the home invasion scene. It plays out and 
you’re watching it through the camera as play- 
back on the TV, then the camera pulls away and 
it’s as if you're sitting on the couch in the living 
room watching it as entertainment, like you’re 
right next to them. It implicates us as filmmak- 
ers entertaining through violence, but in the way 
we chose to show it, it also implicates the audi- 
ence and causes them to think about violence as 
being entertaining and gratifying. 

That home invasion scene is extremely dis- 
turbing, and according to the Internet Movie 
Database, one of the actors fainted while 
shooting it. Is this true? 

When we wrote the scene, I knew it was going 
to be rough for whatever actress we got to play 
it. Lisa Temple came in to read the role and she 
was in every way right for it, but had just moved 
here from Kansas and her real love was musical 
theatre. I was really careful in presenting her 
with what we were going to do, I didn't want her 
to be surprised by any of this. We did two takes. 
I forget why we did a second take, but after the 
first there was kind of a pall in the room. It was 
really one thing to write it on the page and 
another thing to see it played out in front of you, 
it was kind of numbing. We did it the second 
time and it’s the scene as you see it. I remember 
that Lisa’s neck had been wrenched. She was 
sitting on the floor with her back against the wall 
and Towles, Rooker and I were all solicitous of 
her. In my mind she was in some kind of shock 
and we did indeed deliver her to the hospital, but 
she was fine. 

Did you feel at any point during the produc- 
tion that you were going too far? 

Screenwriter Richard Fire did graduate work in 
the theatre department of the University of Wis- 
consin. He was from the world of the theatre and 
had trepidation at first about getting involved 
with a sleazy little attempt to make a horror film. 
One reason why Richard and I made a good pair 
is that we came from opposite camps and 
blending our points of view worked out very 
well. I’d look at him and say, “Gee, do you think 
we’re going too far here?” I was much more 
versed in horror and exploitation pictures, and 
Richard couldn’t really care one way or another. 


Henry and Otis execute a 


crooked electronics dealer in one of die film's lighter moments. 


In a low-budget horror film, when you get into 
special effects, you often need sound to sell the 
effect. For instance, we had to stab Tommy 
Towles [who plays Otis] in the eye but we could- 
n’t really stab him in the eye - we had to have a 
fake head. In those days they were made in Los 
Angeles and cost $7000, which we didn’t have. 
We talked to somebody locally who’d do it for 
$700. The head was not of the quality you’ll pay 
$7000 for; when it came to that head in the film, 
you can only use it for three or four seconds 
before it starts to look like a rubber head. Unless 
you can do a really first-class effect, in which 
the head is completely severed and removed, 
what you’re going to wind up with is a fake- 
looking rubber head, so you put the sound in and 


let the sound sell the effect. You can sell so 
much with sound effects in many ways because 
the viewer is left to complete the action with 
their imagination, and it’s reinforced with the 
sound. In the next scene, you see Otis in the 
bathtub and Henry with all these tools and you 
understand that he’s dismembering the body. 
We hadn’t planned to show it but we had this 
$700 head and wanted to get some mileage out 
of it so we covered it in blood and you see Henry 
reach in and you hear sawing sounds. The actu- 
al sound - where you hear horrific sounds of 
twisting and pulling apart and you hear sinew 
and tissue tearing apart before Henry lifts the 
head out - is a sample of one of those mesh 
bags fruit is packed in slowly being ripped apart. 


Henry contains shocking and graphic vio- 
lence and yet is never gratuitous. 
What guided your approach to 
violence in the film? 

One of the main themes in 
the film is violence in 
entertainment. This 
was the time of 
Rambo films, where 
Stallone would 
come out and kill 
10,000 people and 
the audience would 
cheer because Stal- 
lone was the hero and 
find it quite gratifying. 
There’s that scene where 
Henry and Otis come to 
buy a TV from a guy who 
obviously deals in stolen 
merchandise; he’s insulting 
Henry and the audience 
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ome on, man, where are the SICK 
questions?” Michael Rooker guf- 
faws mid-interview, and despite 
his easygoing, jocular tone it’s 
clear that he’s keenly aware of 
his status among horror fans, even though most 
of his success has come from considerably 
more mainstream fare. 

Unless you’ve been in a coma or simply boy- 
cotting movies and TV for the last fifteen years 
or so, Rooker's brooding features are bound to 
be familiar. During the late ’80s and early ’90s 
he played serious heavies in high-profile films 
like Eight Men Out, Sea of Love, and The Dark 
Half, his best known role from those early years 
remains the homicidal Klansman who gets his 
balls crushed both literally and figuratively by 
Gene Hackman in Mississippi Burning. 

Rooker, now 50, has successfully branched 
out into a diverse array of television and movie 
roles, but we horror fans still cling to his earliest 
starring turn in a film the rest of the world 
remains only dimly aware of. And it seems we’re 
vindicated, because unlike scores of successful 
actors who try to live down their humble begin- 
nings, Rooker remains unabashedly enthusiastic 
about Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer, John 
McNaughton’s micro-budget feature detailing a 
week in the life of prolific murderer Henry Lee 
Lucas. The role still regarded by many as Rook- 
er's best to date simply fell into the struggling 
young actor’s lap in 1985. 

“I didn’t seek it out,” he says. “I was doing a 
theatre project at the time, and the director of 
the project did the prosthetic makeup on Henry 
- Jeff Segal is his name - and he told me I 
should audition, so I did. On my day off I went 
over and auditioned and ended up getting the 
job." 

He credits his wardrobe du jour - from his jan- 
itorial day gig - with snagging him the role. 

“Yeah, I wore my work clothes and that was 
the specific look that [John McNaughton] want- 
ed,” he admits. “I was cleaning offices. The act- 
ing part was the icing on the cake - he had no 
idea if I could act.” 

In the film, Rooker wears essentially the same 
clothes he had on when he met the director; 
McNaughton knew immediately that he had 


the ideal look for the part, and after seeing the 
young actor’s raw performance during the audi- 
tion, hired him immediately. 

Like most of the general populace, Rooker had 
never actually heard of Henry Lee Lucas, so it 
was with MacNaughton's assistance that he 
researched the role. As a result, Rooker rede- 
fined what it was to be a human monster, craft- 
ing a realistic serial killer far removed from the 
cartoonish masked murderers in the slasher 
cycle. His dead serious, deeply evil portrayal of a 
man who violently rapes, brutally murders and 
thoroughly dismembers his victims forced view- 
ers into an uncomfortable position where the 
onscreen horror was not easily dismissed as 
entertainment. 

“Aw, the whole fuckin' movie crossed the 
line!" Rooker exclaims when asked whether 
or not he felt he was being pushed to 
cross certain lines in the controversial 
role. “I couldn't have done any of the 
work in the movie if I’d gone in with 
my own feelings, my own morals, 
there’s no way I could do the movie. 

But as an actor you either eat what’s 

on your plate in front of you or you W 

don't. There are a lot of things you're 

asked to do for your character and you 

either say yes or no. But in 

Henry, everything in that 

movie was grounds for 

not doing the 

movie!" 

Despite this, 

Rooker admits 


he didn’t anticipate the controversy Henry would 
generate. It screened at festivals, and although 
critics praised it, its extreme content upset many 
viewers, and the film was given an X rating, 
making it nearly impossible to distribute. It did- 
n’t see a video release until 1990. 

“There was nothing we had been doing in that 
movie that hadn’t been done already,” reasons 
Rooker. “I mean, in regards to what you see - 
killings, mutilations, whatever you see in our 
movie - it had already been done, you know, Fri- 
day the 13th, things like that. What made our 
movie a little different from most of the gory hor- 
ror slasher movies was that our characters were 
probably more real. It wasn’t the content, it was 
the context.” 

Recalling the audience 
reaction at Henry s first 
public screening during 


the Telluride Film 
Festival with grim 
glee, he adds, 
“McNaughton and 
the rest of us, we 
were sitting in the 
back, laughing at all 
these people walking 
out.” & 



. Serial Sidekick: Tom Towles is Otis Toole. 


show violence for entertainment - like 
the guy getting the TV over his head - 
and to show violence as it is likely to 
occur in our real world, I don’t think 
there’s any glamour to that. It’s vile and 
awful and the emotional response is 
“Oh, god!” I don’t think anyone was 
inspired to go out and commit murder 
based on our movie. You have to be 
careful and do it in such a way that you 
don’t glamourize it to the point that 
those who might be on the edge think 
it’s a wonderful thing. 

Twenty years later, do you find your- 
self living in the shadow of Henry? 

There are times when people come up 
to me and say, “I really love your 
movie,” and I say, “Oh yeah, which 
one?” But I always know which one 
they’re talking about. What can I say? 
Before Henry I had no career as a film 
director, after Henry I did, so I’m 
grateful. It was a learning experience. 


One would have thought that I would have been 
the one pushing, and that Richard would be the 
one restraining, but that was not the case at all. 
He’d say, “No, that’ll be fine.” 

Henry was completed in '86 and shown at a 
few film tests before disappearing for a 
number of years. What really happened? 

It was originally shown in a very crude form; it 
was sort of in black and white and didn’t have 
any sound effects. You should never show your 
backers something until it has some polish to it! 
What I showed them was something very rough 
and I think they were rather disappointed. I think 
they were looking for a straight-up exploitation 
film and this was sort of an art film, not what 
they had intended at all, and it was put on a 
shelf. Working for a video distribution company, 

I was able to get cassettes and send them to 
various people to start a word-of-mouth cam- 
paign. It got shown at the Chicago Film Festival 
and people started to notice it. Artist Joe Cole- 
man, who would do the painting of Henry that 
went on the original poster, which hardly anyone 
printed, had a film series in New York called Very 
Strange Films; it was shown there and film crit- 
ic Elliot Stein of the Village Voice said it was the 
best film of the year. Little by little, it built some 
groundswell of its own. I screened Henry for a 
guy who worked for Vestron Video; he loved it 
and took it to Vestron and they made arrange- 
ments with the Ali brothers to buy the film. The 
negotiations went on and I thought, “Oh my God, 
it’s going to be released by Vestron,” and my 
dreams would come true, but then Vestron lost 
interest. They called and said that this film con- 
tained the names of real people and I said it was 
true, but their legal department was nervous 
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about libel. I told them that these guys were both 
convicted of murder and were on death row, so 
where is your libel? Later I found out from some- 
one who worked for Vestron at the time that it 
was an excuse; they were afraid of it, whatever 
there was to be afraid of. It languished for a 
while, and I was about to do a second picture 
called The Borrower for a company called 
Atlantic Releasing and when they found out that 
Vestron had dropped the ball on Henry, they 
negotiated to take the picture out. They submit- 
ted it to the MPAA but the MPAA objected to the 
whole moral tone of the picture and decided that 
there was nothing that could be cut out to obtain 
an R rating, so Atlantic dropped it. It just went on 
like that. The film was finished in June of '86 
and wasn’t released until 1 990. 

Just how controversial was the film? 

Reviews were 99% good. It raised 
a lot of attention and I sup- 
pose controversy, but 
nobody said that this film 
was vile, [or said] don’t 
see it. It did create 
quite a stir; in my 
opinion it was the 
next horror film to 
push the envelope. 

What do you say to 
those who claim 
films like this sen- 
sationalize vio- 
lence and serve no 
greater good? 

I think it depends on 
how you present it. To 


Any interest in revisiting the serial killer 
genre? 

Not really. If a great script came along, sure, but 
I don’t like to repeat myself. I know Henry was 
released after Silence of the Lambs, but it was 
made before Silence of the Lambs. I felt it sort of 
kicked off the genre, what else is there left to do? 
We tried to break new ground and go where no 
one had gone before. I think we were successful, 
even though we kind of stumbled into it. & 
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ohn McNaughton’s unforgettable, semi- 
biographical film Henry: Portrait of a Ser- 
ial Killer is exactly that, an unflinching 
look into a typical week in a broken 
man's life, a peek into something most 
would rather not see. The poster art used to pro- 
mote the movie reflects that concept in its com- 
position: a dejected Henry stares blankly at his 
reflection in a stained bathroom mirror. What 
does he see? Does he know what he is? 

Though the poster works, the conceit was bet- 
ter captured in its original form by renegade 
painter/performance artist Joe Coleman, who 
created a far more insightful and disturbing 
illustration for the movie. The work was so 
unsettling that distributors rejected it for the 
film’s theatrical and video release almost imme- 
diately. 

“My poster art was used for a really short time 
until the distributor decided it was, well, 
‘obscene,’” chuckles Coleman on the phone 
from his New York home, “that was the term that 
came down at the time from distributors through 
John [McNaughton], As far as what they felt was 


obscene about the poster, I can’t tell you; I’m no 
judge of what’s obscene.” 

Coleman’s art - based on the same shot used 
for the final poster - depicts Henry surrounded 
by the atrocities of his past. In a style that has 
made Coleman a leading figure in transcribing 
American criminals to oil and canvas, the central 
portrait is swarmed by quotes: “My mother was 
a whore! She beat me and made me watch!”, 
“Shut up! Die! Die! Die!" The words are woven 
between vignette images of mutilated victims, 
along with other brutalities that appear in the 
film, including the character of Otis with his eye 
stabbed out. 

“If I was doing a painting on the real Henry 
Lee Lucas I would have chosen things specifi- 
cally related to the real-life serial killer,” notes 
Coleman. “The quotes and the little vignettes are 
directly from the movie, and even though all that 
is depicted in the film, I guess it was just too 
much for a movie poster. If the poster was hang- 
ing up in a video store or at a movie theatre, 
anyone could see it - kids or whatever, but you 
have to pay to go inside and see the movie or 


buy the DVD, so there is at least some kind of 
parental control over what kids can see. I’m 
assuming all that was part of their reasoning.” 

The poster was unceremoniously dropped 
despite McNaughton’s protests (himself a fan 
and collector of Coleman’s art), who also 
acknowledges the artist’s part in getting Henry 
seen in the early days. 

“Nancy Pivar and I screened Henry, before it 
had any distribution, at our Late Show Rim 
Series," admits Coleman. “We showed real 
obscure horror and exploitation movies, and I 
saw Henry and thought it was great. They were 
having trouble getting distribution for it so we 
did a special screening for some distributors.” 

Coleman’s notorious portrait was first dis- 
played on a white background for a flyer adver- 
tising the screenings in New York, and then used 
on black for the limited theatrical release of the 
film. Both versions, of course, are now almost 
impossible to procure. 

Says Coleman: “Like the serial killers we’ve 
been speaking of, they are extremely rare and 
hard to find.” % 
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s disturbing as the thought of turning 
real-life atrocity into entertainment is, 
real monsters have often been the 
basis of great horror movies. From 
Psycho to Deranged, The Texas Chainsaw Mas- 
sacre, Silence of the Lambs and Henry: Portrait of 
a Serial Killer, America's modern-day monsters 
have inspired some of the genre’s best, because 
their stories are so genuinely frightening. Though 
Michael Rooker's Henry is ranked as one of the 
most sickening movie murderers in horror histo- 
ry, the real serial killer upon which his character 
is based was many shades sicker. McNaughton’s 
film is loosely inspired by the life and crimes of 
one Henry Lee Lucas, a sex-obsessed 
rapist/murderer who cut a bloody swath across 
the United States in the 30-plus year stretch 
between 1951 and 1983. As vile and shocking as 
Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer is, make no mis- 
take, Lucas’ exploits were diluted in the script. 

The real Henry was bom into a living night- 
mare in Virginia in 1936; his childhood was rid- 
dled with abuse at the hands of his alcoholic par- 
' ents, who made a living from bootleg whiskey. 
His father had lost both legs in a drunken train 
accident and dragged himself around like an ani- 
mal on the dirt floor cabin in the woods where 
they lived. He eventually died from pneumonia, 
after crawling out into the snow to escape his 
wife’s abuse - the real monster maker in the 
Lucas household. 

Lucas’ mother was a prostitute who would 
routinely bring clients home for sex, which the 
young Henry was forced to watch and some- 
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times participate in. She dressed Henry like a 
girl, routinely killed his pets and, once, even beat 
him with a piece of lumber that left him lying on 
the floor for three days. When Lucas lost an eye 
in a fight with one of his half-brothers, she let the 
wound infect and rot before he was taken to a 
hospital and fitted with a glass replacement. If 
there was ever a clear-cut case for the argument 
that serial killers are made and not born, Lucas is 
it. 

His obscene childhood was the foundation for 
a future life of rape, bestiality, torture, child 
molestation, mutilation and murder. When Lucas 
was still in his teens, an “uncle" introduced him 
to bestiality and he began to rape, torture and kill 
animals. Eager to engage with a member of his 
own species, he killed his first human victim in 
1951 when he strangled a seventeen-year-old 
girl and buried her corpse in the woods because 
she refused to have sex with him (in a case that 
would remain unsolved for 30 years). 

Lucas spent the next nine years in and out of 
jail for a series of burglaries and eventually got 
out long enough to murder his mother - then 74 
years old - in a drunken rage. Afterwards, he 
said he raped her corpse. A model recidivist, 
Lucas was in and out of jail like it was a revolv- 
ing door, hunting humans indiscriminately every 
free moment he had, and moving around a lot, 
which made his apprehension virtually impossi- 
ble. 

Then a very unusual thing happened. Lucas 
befriended a drifter in Florida named Otis Toole 
who had his own hideous resume of arson and 


serial murder. For the next six years, the occa- 
sional lovers travelled the byways of rural Amer- 
ica together, randomly slaughtering - and some- 
times cannibalizing - a still unknown number of 
victims. Given that both men were ritual liars, the 
true body count will never be known. 

At some point Lucas fell in love with Toole’s 
ten-year-old niece Frieda “Becky” Powell and 
took her on the road with him when she was 
fourteen. They briefly took care of an 82-year-old 
woman before Lucas reverted to his murderous 
ways; he killed the woman and, following an 
argument, stabbed Becky to death, dismember- 
ing the corpse and scattering her body parts in 
the Texas desert. 

Lucas was finally arrested in 1983, and con- 
fessed to a mind-boggling number of killings, at 
one point implicating himself in over 600 
unsolved murders. He was eventually convicted 
of only eleven, and sat on death row until then- 
Texas Governor George W. Bush commuted his 
sentence to life without parole. Henry Lee Lucas 
sat in a cage until 2001, when heart failure 
claimed his life at age 64. For his part, Otis Toole 
was diagnosed as a paranoid schizophrenic and 
sentenced to six consecutive life terms in a Flori- 
da prison; he died of cirrhosis of the liver in 
1 996, before his 50th birthday. 

Look for more on Henry Lee Lucas in The Ser- 
ial Killers, Dark Sky Films’ new three-disc docu- 
mentary series about society’s worst offenders, 
with a cast that includes Ted Bundy, Amityville 
Horror psycho Ronald Defeo Jr., and Kenneth 
“The Hillside Strangler” Bianchi, among many 
others. £ 
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by Chris Alexander • Interview by Trevor Barley 


S . n the wake of the international success of George Romero’s 
benchmark 1968 shocker Night of the Living Dead, filmmakers 
all over the world were jumping on the flesh-eating zombie 
bandwagon with ferocious intensity. Out of all the increasingly 
explicit, eventually redundant walking stiff films that followed, 
one movie truly stood out from the pack - 1 971 ’s dreamy, vio- 
lent and atmospheric horror masterpiece La Noche Del Terror Ciego, a.k.a. 
Tombs of the Blind Dead. 

At its helm was a semi-obscure Spanish writer/director named Amando 
de Ossorio. His eccentric, surreal, erotic epic, and its bizarre and intimidat- 
ing undead antagonists, would not only spawn a legion of fans worldwide, 
but also a smattering of well received sequels, firmly cementing de Osso- 
rio’s reputation as a heavyweight of European horror cinema. 

Born in 1918 in Galicia, Spain, de Ossorio was a veteran of Spanish radio 
/ and short genre filmmaking, eventually wetting his beak in feature-length 
horror with the tame, tongue-in-cheek Anita Ekberg shocker Malenka 
(a.k.a. Fangs of the Living Dead] in 1 969. Tombs, however was a quantum 
leap forward in both vision, tone and technique. De Ossorio’s chilling film, 
while openly riding the coattails of Romero’s Night, went off in another direc- 
tion entirely, boasting a dense supernatural mythology based around the 
legend of the Knights Templar, a pack of monastic Freemasonesque warriors 
whose order is shrouded in violence and mystery. 

De Ossorio’s film (shot on a shoestring budget in only four weeks) portrays 
the Knights as a clan of blood-drinking pagan lunatics who, after raping, 
murdering and munching on village virgins are blinded - by crows that pre- 
vent them from finding their way back to Hell - and executed by the under- 


standably angry townsfolk. Hundreds of years later they return as an army 
of vengeful, rotting, mouldy-robed, skeletal zombies, hungry for the blood of 
the living, especially that of unchaste women. Not only are these satanic 
wraiths - impressively created using extras in goateed skull masks and 
creepy and effective hand-held puppetry - plenty angry, they are also, as the 
title reveals, completely blind. With glistening swords clenched in bony fists, 
riding slow motion on ghostly horses, they hunt their prey by sound alone, 
in some instances following the beat of their terrified victim’s hearts. 

Three sequels followed over a span of five years, all written, directed and 
edited by De Ossorio, and each one weirder and cheaper than the next (see 
sidebar, p. 28). de Ossorio would also find time to lens, among other films, 
the equally creepy, hideously gory Night of the Sorcerers (a.k.a. A Bell 
from Hell) in 1973, and the post- Exorcist riff Demon With Child (a.k.a. The 
Possessed) in 1975 before hanging his filmmaking hat up in 1984 with the 
ludicrous, childish adventure opus The Sea Serpent. 

The aging auteur had long promised to revisit his beloved Blind Dead fran- 
chise but, sadly, this never came to be. De Ossorio passed away in 2001 , 
leaving a legacy of truly original, distinctly Spanish genre films. On Septem- 
ber 27, Blue Underground memorializes the Blind Dead films in a coffin- 
shaped box set that includes English and Spanish versions of the first two 
films, an alternate opening sequence for Tombs, trailers, poster and stills 
galleries and a bonus disc of interviews with the late director. 

In a Rue Morgue exclusive, we present the lost interview (eleven minutes 
of which appear on the bonus disc) conducted with de Ossorio shortly before 
his death. 
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Tell us a little about how you started working 
in the filming world since you arrived in 
Madrid. 

I started in documentaries and short films with a 
story. So I started to do movies of three quarters 
of an hour, something like that. I did El Misterio 
de la Endemoniada [“The Mystery of the Demon 
Posessed”], Mi Ultimo Carnaval [“My Last Carni- 
val”], Un Salto en la Historia [“A Jump in Histo- 
ry"], and many short films. Afterwards I got into 
advertising. I did promotional spots and also 
worked with the National Radio, which did adap- 
tations of classical plays for radio. 

Your first feature, made in ’56 - La Bandera 
negra [“The Black Flag”] - was a really 
strange movie. 

Yes, it was a fictional movie in some ways, 
because it was about the visions of a drunk. And 
of course it was surreal, but it was a message 
against the death penalty. It was very complicat- 
ed because the film was prohibited several 
times and then [we got charged with] a large 
fine of 50,000 pesetas, which was a lot of 
money. I thought the movie was going to be a 
marvel [but] they didn’t let me show it because 
it was a message against the death penalty at a 
time in which half of Spain was killing the other 
half. So it was absurd to even try showing it but, 
of course, the movie wasn’t seen by anyone. It 
was never even released. 

Why did you decide to do horror movies? 

It was my preference because of the short films 


I did, which were horror movies. All those were 
ideas I had when I was young. 

Could it also be because you are from Gali- 
cia, a Spanish region with so many legends? 
Yes, it might be. As a kid they told you so many 
stories. They say that Galician mothers tell hor- 
ror stories to their kids so they'll have wide eyes. 

Malenka [Malenka the Vampire] was one of 
the first Spanish horror movies, right? 

Well, the first Spanish horror movie was from 
Jesus Franco, Gritos en la noche [Cries in the 
Nighf\. It was very well done, with little 
resources, but good. And then there was the 
work of [director Jose Antonio] Nieves Conde, 
but he treated a subject he didn’t like, which 
wasn’t a very wise move. It was after La Marca 
del Hombre-lobo [Mark of the Werewolf\ from 
Paul Naschy. Naschy was the one - the boom of 
the European horror film was because of Naschy 
and we have to recognize that. He started that 
movement and then I was able to do movies 
thanks to that movement. 

Your movies are peculiar because they look 
into traditions and European legends. 

There is a huge richness there. I thought about 
going to the German Nibelungos, to Sifido, such 
that Las Garras de Lorelei [The Talons of the 
Lorelei ], in the end, is about the legend that 
exists there. It is a legend - which I changed a 
little - about a very candid woman who sings 
songs and the seamen go to her and the ships 


crash into the shore and they die. So I came up 
with the idea to make her a monster. I got into 
the German legends because I thought I could 
get some something different from there. 

After that you did La Noche del Terror Ciego 
[Tombs of the Blind Dead]. How did you come 
up with the idea of those frail, warrior Tem- 
plars? 

I’ve said much about the Templars, but they are 
not frail. One of the [inspirations] was a Paul 
Naschy movie called The Cross of the Devil, and , 
he says that he got that from this poet from 
Andaluz Becquer. He uses Templars, and the 
Templars he uses are ghosts, I mean knights 
with translucent armours. They are ghosts, but 
not monks. I say monks because [the Templars 
in my movie are] more like the ones in [John] 
Carpenter’s The Fog, [which is about] some 
dead seamen who come [to land] aboard a ship 
for revenge. 

Did you choose your own actors? 

Yes, well, I chose them because they were 
cheap, they hadn’t done any long movies. We 
didn’t have money for that. If their cost was 
under the budget, they got the part. 

Why did you shoot in Portugal? 

In Galicia they gave me permission but I was 
foreseeing that they were going to ban [the film] 
because it was during a time when they were 
promoting tourism and if I did something that 
showed that there are monsters in Galicia that 
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*\ Tombs of the Blind Dead: de Ossorio's dreamy, atmospheric horror masterpiece. 


kill at night, they’d say, “that’s against tourism” 
and we might get banned. So we moved the 
shoot to Portugal. 


react, and I can tell you without shame that I 
don’t really care anymore. I did this movie 
because I liked it and that’s it. 



Revenge of the Blind Dead. 


Were there any other film references from 
other directors in Tombs ? 

No, the worst part of all was that there wasn’t 
any [direct influence]. I spent a year and a half 
trying to convince everyone [that I had a good 
movie] and they didn’t listen to me because I 
couldn’t say: “Look, they do the same thing in 
that movie and look the success it had.” And 
they said: “No, do a Dracula, do a werewolf, we 
know how the public reacts to those monsters.” 


What was the response like in Madrid when 
Tombs was released? 

[It was] released in seven theaters simultane- 
ously, but I don’t know for how many weeks, 
maybe fifteen. I don’t know, it was something 
outrageous. It was a success, but I didn’t expect 
it, I had my doubts. The distributors had their 


Something really interesting about Tombs is 
that the ending is completely negative. 

Yes, well, I deliberately wanted it like that. I 
thought if it was successful that I might be able 
to do a second part so I left [the end] in sus- 
pense. Of course, the [sequel] doesn’t link per- 
fectly, it is El Ataque de los muertos sin ojos 
[Attack of the Blind Dead]. So I left [Tombs] kind 
of prepared for that. The distributors said that 
they didn’t know how the movie was going to do 
among the audiences. They said if the audience 
liked it, I could do another one. I liked the film, 
but I never knew how the public was going to 
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doubts about the public liking it because it was 
something new and new things might not be 
taken well. So, I said: “Let’s wait and see.” And 
suddenly it was a hit. 

Did you shoot the sequel, Attack of the Blind 
Dead, immediately after Tombs? 

Yes, very soon after. Some [guy named] 
Campitelli came in - an Italian producer - and 
he got in contact with the Italian customers, the 
others were the Germans of the first movie, and 
he asked them if they were interested in doing a 
second part and they were. It was a very difficult 
production, very complicated. They didn’t pay 
me. 

You weren’t paid for Attack ? 

No, I was never paid. 

The first film was purely horror, but the 
sequel has some political parts, right? 

Yes, that was the intention, although I think the 
first film also has some political aspects. This 
one indeed does. 

And it seems it was going against the secu- 
rity of that time in Spain, correct? 

No, no. It suggests that Spain didn’t have any 
problems, it calms everything. In the big shot of 
the town, the first thing [the mayor] does is take 
his bag full of money and run away. It's about 
what people do; he is going to save himself and 
leave everything behind. 

Has anyone ever mentioned that the siege, 
and when those people were confined in the 
church, feels like a western? 

No, mostly they compared it to Night of the Liv- 
ing Dead by George Romero. They are inside a 
house and there is a siege. But this happens in 
every horror movie, most of them anyway. They 
get into a castle and there is a storm outside and 
you can’t go out. So the claustrophobia 
antecedent is there, not being able to leave an 
environment because if you go out, there are 
storms, thunder and lightening bolts and things. 
So they stay there and have to deal with it. The 
siege is inspired by Romero, and Romero’s work 
is all about sieges. It was a little study of the 
characters that are trapped inside the church. 
Each of them reacts individually. 

Which Blind Dead film do you like better now, 
the first or the second? 

The first one was more original because the 
characters were not known and [the fact that] 
they heard very well; they couldn’t see, but they 
followed the sound of people’s heartbeats. I 
think that’s a much more original idea. 

Did you edit your movies as well? 

Yes. Well, there was an editor but I was at all the 
[editing sessions] because those kinds of 
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Night of the Seagulls: The final chapter in The Blind Dead quadrilogy. 


movies have to be supervised daily. I mean, you 
shoot in the morning and in the afternoon you do 
the editing. Because you have to shoot it so fast, 
you can’t shoot all the remaining shots that day, 
so you have to be in editing [every day] in case 
something is missing. 

Did you try to reshoot and fix the bad shots 
the next day? 

No, it’s not possible because you have to finish 
it on time. 

Due to the success of the first chapters, you 
filmed the third Templar movie El Buque 
maldito [The Ghost Galleon], 

Yes, I didn’t know what do with them; they 
asked for more Templars and I said, “I’m going 
to put them on a ship." I thought, “Why not the 
Flying Dutchman?" A Templar captain that, due 
to the many atrocities he committed in the holy 
land, was punished by heaven to be itinerant 
until... well, that’s the legend of the ghost ship. 
And of course, I saw the agony of the fenced 
ground because the characters on that ship 
can’t jump through the gunwale, there is no 
escape at all. They are forced to endure the 
entrance, at night, of the monsters that climb 
aboard. 

Did you have a whole ship for that? 

No, I had half of a boat. The movie was shot in a 
part of it, the other half was much smaller. The 
model of the ship was worth 60,000 pesetas; it 
was plastic, but [fairly small], so when we set it 
on fire, the flames were higher than the sails of 
the ship! It’s a shame, because if that’s a ship, it 
should look like a ship. Anyway, it was done 
without care. 

The series ended with the fourth chapter, La 
Noche de las Gaviotas [The Night of the 
Seagulls], 

Yes, of course. First of all, the sea gulls don't fly 
at night, so that's the strange thing about the 


title. And then we had something so antique as 
the offering of a virgin to the sea, tying her up 
with chains. And of course it was the Templars 
who had to take her away or the town would be 
scorched if they didn’t sacrifice that virgin. 

There should have been a fifth chapter about 
the Templars. 

I wanted to film it but it wasn’t done because I 
had such difficulties with the producers. It’s 
more difficult to do a script - in spite of spend- 
ing a month or two writing it - than it is to place 
it. Here you have the producers saying, “That’s 
great, leave it, we are going to read it carefully.” 
Then you come back on Thursday and they 
haven’t read it, and they say they had, and start 
saying nonsense and you can tell they didn’t 
read it and just looked over some parts. That 
exhausts you. 

And the project that never was done, Valde- 
mar Danis' project and the Werewolf With 
the Templars? 

Well, it could have been, but I found out that 
[producer] Pornache didn’t want me to direct the 
movie. He wanted to do the script and develop 
his own ideas, but I had it finished already, using 
the [sacred medicine] necronomium and he 
wanted to take that out. I wanted the character 
of the werewolf to not want to be a werewolf, 
and there is a doctor that offers a cure if he 
could only find the necronomium. So he goes to 
seek the necronomium and it is hidden in the 
Templars’ basilica. In the end, nothing was 
filmed. 

It is said that Jesus Franco, Paul Naschy and 
Amando de Ossorio are the three most 
important directors of Spanish fiction 
movies. Do you agree with that? 

Well, I don’t know if I’m important or not. Some 
of the things I have done - with all my effort - 
are indeed important, but I don’t know because 
Jesus and Paul have done many more horror 
movies than I have. ® 


THE LAST TEMPLAR 

Written and directed by Xose Zapata 

This affectionate Spanish documentary 
on the life and influence of Blind Dead mas-: 1 
termind Amando de Ossorio by uber-fan| 
Xose Zapata, portrays the late filmmaker asf 
a passionate visionary, ahead of his time,® 
and a lover of cinema to his last days. Run- 

V ning a scant 25 minutes, it is nevertheless 
an inspiring account of a man who rebelled 
against his money-minded father to 
become what he became no matter the 
cost. It’s a story that is driven and inspiring. 

The Last Templar not only gives us a 
CliffsNotes overview of the events leading 
up to, and beyond, the first Blind Dead film, 
but also reveals the difficult, near squalid 
conditions that Spanish filmmakers had to 
K deal with- at the time. Nobody had the bud- 
gets to create the films that they dreamed 
of doing, so a successful artist had to learn 
L how to cheat, to cut corners. Sometimes 
this was done well (the vampire meltdown 
at the climax of Malenka is a great effect), 
sometimes not so well (the Spanish ghost 
u , ship in The Ghost Galleon is an obvious toy 
S- in a candid sound bite, de Ossorio himself 
states his disappointment in the film and 
the subpar visuals). 

V Most touching of all are the loving tributes, 
T to the director, by his peers, film historians 

and even from genre heavyweight and fel- 
low shlockmeister Paul Naschy ( RM#46 ).’ 
Naschy gives full credit to de Ossorio for 
, singlehandedly kick-starting Spanish horror 
and heavily influencing his own work. The 
Last Templar is a too short, but nifty little 
swan song to an important, often neglected 
# filmmaker. This bonus disc, included as a 
supplement in the Blue Underground Blind 
H Dead box set, also includes an eleven- 
I minute interview with de Ossorio from 2000 


MORGUE 27 $ 





This Octol^r, Blue' 
Undergroand’s five-disc 

BLIND DEAD BOX SET 

collects all four 
blood-freezing classics as well 
as a fantastic documentary 
on the elusive writer/ 
director/ editor 

AMANDQ DE 0SSS0RI0. 


by Chris Alexander 

IBM ith his Blind Dead films, Amando de Ossorio created not only some of the most stark- 
■fV ly imaginative movie monsters ever to creep across a silver screen, but also an air- 
Ti W tight mythology, potent nihilism and haunting poetry seldom seen in films of the era. 
These pictures are truly one of a kind and this set is a must-have for the hardcore fan. For 
the otherwise uninitiated, be prepared to enter a world of blood, beards and empty eye sock- 
ets; the wild world of the bloodsucking, sword-wielding, horse lovin’ Knights Templar. 

©mni» a of the launo acan (1971) 

This handsome DVD release is almost the definitive Tombs experience. In the mid-1980’s Paragon 
Video released a big box VHS of the film. It was struck from a delightfully uncut print and featured 
the gruesome pre-zombified Templar blood sacrifice scene removed from the middle and spliced in 
as a pre-credits sequence with a video burned Tombs of the Blind Dead title graphic in place of the 
official US title ( The Blind Dead). The only problem was that Paragon chose to remove the scene at 
the end where the little girl on the train gets spattered with her mom’s blood. Curiously the old Elvi- 
ra Movie Macabre TV show got hold of the same print and ended up removing the nudity, keeping 
the gore and inexplicably restoring the aforementioned locomotion massacre moment! 

The new Blue Underground release gives us both a terrible-looking, completely cut English ver- 
sion of the original The Blind Dead US print (no nudity, no rape, no blood drinking, no point!) and the 
uncut Spanish edit called La Noche del Terror Ciego. This fully restored, subtitled version happens to 
also be the exact same print that Anchor Bay released to VHS in the late '90s. 

No matter how you slice it, de Ossorio’s film remains a stylish, bone-chilling psychosexual 
nightmare classic, and though the demonic Templars have never looked better, I just wish Blue 
Underground could’ve supplied us with a fully uncut English dub print as well. Arguably the most 
valuable feature on this disc for tried and true BD completists is the alternate opening credits 
sequence found in the extras section. Turns out some crass US distributor thought the horse-rid- 
ing undead monks bore a striking resemblance to the talking monkeys of 1 968’s Planet of the 

Apes and, in a mind-boggling financial move, decided to release the film as Revenge for the Plan- 
et Ape. The deadpan voice-over explains that all the chimps were slaughtered by humans and swore 
that they’d return from the grave to drink their blood! Seriously! 
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De Ossorio’s more direct, less abstract follow-up to Tombs is a mixed 
abbey of Berzano is here reinvented as a modern village that is in the 
brating their bicentennial liberation from the horror of the Templars. The bug-eyed, 
hunchbacked village idiot (and cemetery caretaker, natch) warns the townsfolk that 
the bloodsucking trends will return to kick ass - but surprisingly they don’t, and the 
film ends with a song and dance number lifted directly from The Sound of Music. 

I’m kidding of course - the Templars do return and proceed to do what they do 
best- kill and kill again! 

The big problem with Attack is that while Tombs was fresh, unpredictable 
and original, the sequel feels lazy and derivative, settling instead for a tired 
love triangle (between the lard-assed mayor, his squishy secretary and a 
hunky fireworks salesman) and grafting it onto a typical trap 'em and taunt 
’em Night of the Living Dead scenario. The film still works though, thanks 
to some nifty moments of gore, Anton Garcia Abril’s chilling chanting score 
and, of course, the terrifying dark knights themselves, riding over the weird 
day-for-night horizon with only their supernatural sense of hearing (and 
those wispy goatees) to hunt their warm-blooded prey. Blue Underground 
again offers a gorgeous looking uncut print, in either Spanish or English lan- 
guages. Trailers and poster art included. 


©fie @& 09 f ©all? on (1974) 


Pre-dating Dark Castle’s wonky Ghost Ship, The Ghost Galleon is a return to 
the more nihilistic, sobering tone of the original, but man is it slowww. In it two 
dishy models accept a bizarro publicity stunt gig driving a tiny speedboat 
around the Spanish coast in their bikinis. So far so good. Suddenly a thick fog 
washes over the water, their outboard stalls and a gigantic, creaky, rotting 
galleon appears. The girls board, the Templars wake up, much terror ensues and 
the climax is a creeper. The ubiquitous Jack Taylor (Female Vampire, Vampires 
Night Orgfl stars as the two-fisted hero who sets out to find the missing Miss- 
es and ends up doing battle with a boatload of sword-wielding, visually chal- 
lenged zombies. 

This is borderline tedious for the first half hour, but de Ossorio redeems the 
snoozy pace by laying on the atmosphere and experimenting with weird lenses 
and optical effects. The Templar costumes have never looked better and the 
aforementioned beach assault climax owes as much to Herk Hervey’s Carnival 
of Souls as the 1 977 aquatic, Nazi zombie stamper Shock Waves owes to this 
film. As usual, Blue Underground gives us a nifty trailer and cooler-than-thou 
poster art as supplements. 


THlgtif of ffjf 'Srajjulte (1975) 


The unfortunately titled Night of the Seagulls is a giant leap forward 
cinematically for de Ossorio. Lyrical, surreal, violent and shot in soft 
focus for maximum otherworldliness, this is by far the best of the 
Blind Dead sequels, and a fitting coda to the sanguinary saga. A 
coastal village forever plagued by the vengeful dead is forced to sup- 
ply virginal sacrifices to the Templars in order to avoid a long- 
promised mass slaughter. 

A young doctor and his saucy bride come to town and attempt to 
undo the centuries of supernatural tradition by not only putting the 
kibosh on the whole sacrifice angle but, in a bold move, also attempt- 
ing to put those pesky hollow-eyed fiends back in their tombs once 
and for all. All the elements for a classic Templar tale are here: Anton 
Garcia Abril’s oppressive theme music, those ghostly slow-mo hors- 
es, sexy, frequently unrobed victims, a macho hero and, of course, the 
bearded blind avengers themselves, who actually appear a little more 
athletic than usual. 

What sets Night apart from the rest of the films is de Ossorio’s mas- 
terful grasp of mise-en-scene. His newly minted infatuation with 
water and mist (more ham-fistedly explored in The Ghost Galleon), 
and his unquestionable, almost romantic ability to capture the beauty 
and mystery of the natural world (thexinematography is spectacular) 


is a stark contrast to the shambling Templars and their B-movie aes- 
thetic. The whole film feels more real, making the Blind Dead seem 
more tangible. Trailers, gallery and Spanish/English language options 
are the bonus features on this disc. The film has an intentionally 
murky look, so the print is as good as it can be and the sound 
quality is superb. & 


SHAUN O'BOYITS eerily beautiful photographs of abandoned places capture 
traces of the past in emulsion, reminding us what the word “haunted” truly means. 




BY J8VANKA VUCKBViC 

I know not how it was - but. with the 
first glimpse of the building, a sense of 
insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. 

Edgar Allan Poe, from The Fall of the House of Usher 

A s Poe so eloquently put it, sometimes the most 
unsettling stories are told in silence by great archi- 
tectural spaces... especially abandoned ones. If you’ve 
ever stumbled upon an empty old house, or even better, 
the rotting remains of a hospital or an asylum, you 
know the dread Poe speaks of. These foreboding struc- 
tures, like the downright frightening Danvers State 
Mental Asylum (star of Brad Anderson’s chilling film 
Session 9) tell haunting tales through their simple pres- 
ence, which are often still occupied by the remnants of 
their past inhabitants. Spectral relics such as these are 
characters that take centre stage in Shaun O’Boyle’s 
chilling photographs. 
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“My photography is all about discovering the 
traces of past lives,” O’Boyle tells Rue Morgue , 
“about finding the link to the human stories 
that animated the now abandoned structures, 
and about exploring the objects and architec- 
tural spaces where past events played out. Its 
language is of a different era, bits of history 
and voices from a lost past can still be heard in 
these places; it can make for an extremely rich 
language of imagery. ” 

For decades O’Boyle has been studying the 
history of human culture through his Modern 
Ruins Project, a series of photographic essays 
that capture images from long-forgotten pris- 
ons, hospitals, asylums, factories, boatyards, 
orphanages, crypts, chemistry labs and 
beyond. And although the discarded structural 
carcasses may not all be haunted in the tradi- 
tional sense, these wayward architectural skele- 
tons are intensely phantasmal. 

“Some of them are purported to be haunted, 
and in many ways they are,” O’Boyle explains. 
“These spaces contain memories of the past, 
and are still occupied by the energies of past 
events. It’s not ghosts rattling chains, but a 
more subtle haunting: notes in books left 
behind, messages inscribed on the walls, 
objects that were handled, beds that were slept 
in - the arrangement of objects that have been 
untouched for decades.” 

Pinpointing a location to shoot can be a dif- 
ficult task, says O’Boyle, as ruins aren’t in 
abundance in modern landscapes. Not surpris- 
ingly, tracking down a well-preserved and 
interesting spot takes time and effort. 

“Finding an interesting place that I can get 
access to is one of the chief challenges to the 
type of photography I do,” he admits. “Access 



Spooky Spaces: Opposite: A hallway in an obsolete Northampton institute, from the series 
"State Hospital for the Insane", medical samples from "Crypt" and a medicine bottle from 
"The Chemistry Lab"; above: the gloomy basement in “ The Chemistry Lab" and an abandoned 
bed featured in “ State Hospital for the Insane". 
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“THESE SPACES 
CONTAIN MEMORIES 
OF THE PAST AND 

ARE sflU 
OCCUPIED BY THE 
ENERGIES OF PAST 

EVENTS SHAUN S B0YLE 

is always a problem; getting permission can 
take a year or two if you’re dealing with 
bloated bureaucracy, which tends to be the 
case for many of the old state run asylums 
and hospitals, and they usually aren’t that 
interested in letting a photographer go 
snooping around their old ruins.” 

As one might expect, many of O’ Boyle’s 
photographic subjects turn out to be danger- 
ous places; some are massive buildings with 
labyrinthine basements covering acres of 
land. Many are on their last legs, environ- 
mental disasters with holes in the floor, ceil- 
ings that are ready to give and walls that 
want to come down, so the photographer 
almost always explores them with a partner 
and the proper equipment, including breath- 
ing apparatus for (commonly) asbestos- 
infested buildings. 

O’ Boyle has yet to capture anything gen- 
uinely unexplained in emulsion but relates 
an experience he once had in which he and 
his partner encountered something much 
more unnerving deep within the sickened 
bowels of a dead hospital for the insane. 

“We were walking down one of the long, 
dimly lit hallways when someone rounded 
the corner and started walking toward us,” he 
recounts. “As they got closer we realized that 
they were dressed in a hospital gown. We 
stopped, jaws dropped, and watched as he 
walked by us on the opposite side of the 
wide hallway without paying us any atten- 
tion. It seemed to us to be one of the former 
patients making a visit to their old home. If 
it was a ghost, then ghosts shuffle and 
crunch paint chips under their shoes as they 
walk.” 

Shaun O’Boyle’s Modem Ruins photo 
essays are available, as are prints and books, 
online at oboylephoto.com. Don’t go alone. 
& 

Top: A solemn room from “State Hospital for the Insane”; above: crusty doors from "Hospital X ’. 
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TO COMMEMORATE THE 25TH ANNIVERSARY OF FRIDAY THE 13TH COMES 
THIS DELUXE BOXED SET FEATURING THE ACTION FIGURE DEBUTS OF PAMELA 
VOORHEES AND "SACK-HEAD" JASON. THIS SET COMBINES THE KEY ELEMENTS 
FROM THE ORIGINAL FRIDAY THE 13TH STORY ARC, INCLUDING JASON'S 


LOVING MOTHER READY TO AVENGE HER SON'S DEATH WITH KNIFE, 

I AXE, BOW AND ARROW. JASON IS NEARBY TO WORSHIP AND AVENGE HIS MOTHER 
WITH PICK AXE, PITCHFORK, MACHETE, AND SPEAR. IN THE CENTER OF IT ALL * 



IS THE SHRINE JASON CONSTRUCTED IN MEMORIAL TO HIS DECAPITATED 
MOTHER. BOTH FIGURES HAVE BASES THAT CAN BE JOINED TOGETHER 
OR ATTACHED TO THE SHRINE TO FORM ONE MASSIVE SCENE 




. Jason TM Voortiees antmiday the 13th and a!! related characters. 
Sriames and indicia are tfetd'marks and ® 2005 New Line Cinema Corp. 

AH Rights Reserved. 



AVAILABLE THIS FALL 
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REVIEWS BV DAVE ALEXANDER, STUART ANDREWS, OWEN LIVERMORE AND SEAN PLUMMER 


RUE MORGUE PRESENTS A SNEAK PEEK AT A FEW OF THE GLOBAL 
TERRORS PRESENTED AT THIS SUMMER’S FANTASIA FILM FESTIVAL. 


L ike the dependable moon, the FanTasia Film Festival faithfully sheds 
light on the darkest comers of the globe. This year, Montreal, Que- 
bec’s biggest and baddest genre festival featured another wild sam- 
pling of strange world cinema: from Southern splatter comedies and 


Canadian psychiatric horror to Thai ghost terror and apocalyptic weirdness 
from Spain, there was something for everybody. Of course, the Rue Crew 
was on hand to bring you the latest report of all things gory, scary, stupid 
or, in some instances, a combination of all three. 



« 


2001 MANIACS 

(TIM SULLIVAN, USA) 

Raw Nerve’s much talked about first 
film received its Canadian premiere at 
FanTasia, an apt turn of events given that this 
brain-dead gorefest is most watchable in the 
company of fellow horror geeks. The cheers 
and hoots that greeted 2001 Maniacs (slated 
for DVD in January from Maple Pictures), 
director Tim Sullivan’s highly anticipated but 
somewhat lacklustre remake of the Herschell 
Gordon Lewis gore classic Two Thousand 
Maniacs!, were enthusiastic if a little unwar- 
ranted. But magic hapens at FanTasia, and 




sanity - let alone reason - doesn’t stand a 
chance, especially with Sullivan, the film’s 
hottie costar Christa Campbell and her 
boyfriend, comedian Tom Green, in atten- 
dance. 

If you’ve seen Lewis’ original version then 
you’ve seen this: uppity city slickers take a 
detour into Pleasant Valley, a bucolic corner 
of America’s Deep South, during the town’s 
“Guts and Glory Jubilee.” Then the “guests 
of honour” are slaughtered in gruesome 
ways by the not-so-civil townsfolk. Yee haw! 

What works? Robert (Freddy Krueger) 
Englund leads the charge as Mayor Buck- 
man, an eye-patched gentleman whose 
Southern hospitality masks a deep-seated 
resentment of the Yankee invaders. Full- 
blooded support roles from Lin Shaye (Dead 
End) and Giuseppe Andrews ( Cabin Fevei ) 
are real fun, and the playful tweaking of cul- 
tural, sexual and racial stereotypes will 
offend everyone, which is what ultimate- 
ly makes 2001 Maniacs a crowd- 
pleaser. 

But for a film that plays out like a 
gory Porky’s, the boobies are too 
few, the grue (with few exceptions) is 
surprisingly restrained, and the vic- 
tims just aren’t particularly likeable 
or unlikeable. All told, 2001 didn’t 
really merit the cheers it got; chalk it 
up to the charms of FanTasia. SP 
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THE BIRTHDAY 

(EUGENIO MIRA, SPAIN) 

Spanish director Eugenio Mira’s debut fea- 
ture The Birthday was an unfortunate disap- 
pointment. Starring Corey Feldman as a social- 
ly inept shmendrick who - while enduring an 
excruciating birthday party for his rich girl- 
friend at her father’s ritzy hotel - discovers 
that the staff belong to a secret society hell- 
bent on bringing about the apocalypse. Cursed 
with this knowledge, he inexplicably spends 
the duration of the film looking for someone 
sympathetic to his plight, but finds no one. 
Adrift within this ill-conceived farce, Feldman 
clings to a twitching and stuttering, heavily 
mannered performance that progressively 
grates as one testicle-shrivelling scene follows 
another. SA 


IZO 

(TAKASHI MIIKE, JAPAN) 

Miike continues to challenge viewers with 
this long (128 minute) and bloody musing on 
current world politics, the nature of man, life 
and death, and that grey area in between. After 
samurai-era warrior Izo Okada is put to death 
(in a needlessly gruesome way, of course), he 
fails to die, instead wandering from one time 
period/plane of existence to the next, his rage 
steadily growing beyond his control, turning 
him into a soulless demon. The countless, dis- 
connected showdowns with various ene- 
mies/bystanders/metaphors are trying, but 
part of Izo’ s modus operandi is to turn attention 
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LIVE FREAKY! DIE FREAKY! 
(JOHN ROECKER, USA) 


The hype on Live Freaky! Die Freaky! as a 
controversial X-rated stop-motion dynamo on 
the Manson murders was the buzz of FanTasia 
2005. The sordid story begins with a man from 
the future discovering the real biography of 
Charlie “Hanson” (Billie Joe Armstrong), and re- 
interpreting the story as a Second Coming. In 
the new version, a group of Charlie’s acolytes 
are assigned to murder high-profile victim 
Sharon “Hate” (appropriately voiced by Kelly 
Osbourne), the ultimate rich bitch who wants to 
turn Hanson’s desert home into a parking lot. 
Unfortunately, once it’s established that the film 
is out to be as raunchy, offensive and sexually 
explicit as it can possibly be, the fun starts to 
wear out, and the story dies, freaky. OL 


away from the violent swordplay, which push- 
es even Miike’s extreme limits. OL 

KARAOKE TERROR 

(TETSUQ SHINAHARA, JAPAN) 

It’s not straight-up horror, but Rue Morgue 
readers will undoubtedly appreciate Karaoke 
Terror's black humour (plus it’s based on Audi- 
tion writer Ryu Murakami’s novel, so there!) 
The plot is absurd: two sets of karaoke lovers 
- a listless gang of Clockwork Orange-style 
droogs and a group of middle-aged women all 
named Midori - go to war when one of the 
teens commits murder. Both sides escalate the 
gratuitously violent conflict until Tokyo itself is 
faced with annihilation. It all goes on a bit long, 
but by embracing its absurdity and taking its 
time, Karaoke Terror provokes both tears, 
laughter and heaps of brutality. SP 

NEIGHBOR NO. 13 

(YASUO INDUE, JAPAN) 

It’s hard to keep count of films nowadays 
that use the old “split personality” ploy at the 
end to shock viewers. The virtue of Neighbor 
No. 13 is that we know right away. Juzo 
Murasaki (Oguri Shun) is a shy newcomer to an 
apartment building who starts a job on a near- 
by construction site. When bullied by his co- 
workers, he inexplicably morphs into Neighbor 
No. 13 (Nakamura Shido), a stone-cold psy- 
chopath. Based on a popular manga title, 
director Inoue weaves a brave, unconventional 
tale that’s a lot more complex than it first 
appears, as the bullies are revealed to be more 
than just simple thugs. OL 



NIGHT Iff THE LIVING DORKS 

(MATTHIAS DWTER, GERMANY) 

A perfect fusion of teen sex comedy and zom- 
bie film, Night of the Living Dorks nails the awk- 
wardness, lack of confidence, and repression 
that makes nerds great film fare. The dorks find 
their confidence, but only after accidentally 
being turned into soulless flesh-eaters, which is 
apparently good for the enhanced strength and 
lack of pain receptors, but bad when certain 
body parts start to fall off. Dorks kept going by 
an unexpectedly tender love story between geek 
and goth chick that keeps the plot from spinning 
out of control, toga party-style. The good guys 
triumph, the bad guys are eaten. OL 

THE DARK HOURS 

(PAUL FOX, CANADA) 

The Ontario-shot Dark Hours revolves around 
Dr. Samantha Goodman (Kate Greenhouse), a 
psychiatrist in a mental institution who 
decides to take the weekend off and visit 
her boyfriend and sister in their isolated 
cabin in the dark, snow-covered Canadi- 
an wilderness. Not surprisingly, things 
start to go drastically wrong when a 
stranger drops in from out of 
nowhere and may or may not be 
linked with the aforementioned 
mental institution. Relying on a 
constant feeling of impending 
doom and loss of control instead of 
unmitigated gore, Fox's film pro- 
vides chills in the vein of Michael 
Haneke’s unnerving 1997 film 
Funny Games. The ending of The 


Kate Greenhouse in The Dark Hours. 


Dark Hours (which I won’t give away) loses its 
punch somewhat due to a forced “twist", but 
makes up for it with a quietly chilling and appro- 
priately disgusting coda. Visually captivating and 
discreetly intense, it proves a worthy addition to 
the canon of Canuck horror and deserves to be 
seen widely. If Canadians actually made it a 
practice to see Canadian films in Canadian the- 
atres, it would be a surefire winner. OL 


ONE MISSED CALL 2 

(RENPEITSUKAMOrO, JAPAN) 


Although One Missed Call ms little more than 
just another Ringu knock-off, it was hard to deny 
the strength of Takashi Miike’s delivery. For the 
sequel, Renpei Tsukamoto does a commendable 
job in building on the mythos of haunted ring- 
tones and evil spirits who pay it forward to all 
the friends in their address book. This time, the 
characters have video phones, which allow 
them to have digital images of their gory deaths. 

Full of the same chills as the first 
film, One Missed Call 2 doesn't 
disappoint, but fails to 
breathe new life into the 
growing corpus of J-Hor- 
ror. OL 



this year’s FanTasia), Shutter \e\\s the tale of a 
young girl who comes back from the grave to 
righteously wreak revenge upon her lusty tor- 
mentors. Despite being riddled with obviously 
derivative elements, director Wongpoom and 
company have created a surprisingly refresh- 
ing, masterfully engineered exercise in high- 
anxiety where heightened anticipation punctu- 
ated with moments of quiet dread culminate 
in some truly terrifying, heart-stopping jolts 
that left the white-knuckled festival crowd 
giddy. But I must warn you, a US remake is 
already in the works. All of a sudden, the sand- 
wich doesn’t seem so bad. SA 


SHUTTER 

(BANJQNG PKANTHANAKUN 
AND PARKPOQM WONGPOOM, THAILAND) 

If you’d rather be the meat in a Kirstie 
Alley/Rosie O’Donnell sandwich than subject 
yourself to yet another Asian creepfest where- 
in a spooky chick with hair in her face jitters 
across the screen, then I urge you to put the 
Grey Poupon on hold until you've checked out 
Shutter, a terrifying new treat from Thailand. 
Similar in subject matter to another recent 
Thai ghost story, Buppha Rahtree: Flower of 
the Night (RM#42 - also an official entry at 


R— POINT 

(KONG SU-CHANG, SOUTH KOREA) 

Hot on the sub-genre boot steps of Death- 
watch and The Bunker , R-Point takes the 
supernatural war movie into 1960s Vietnam, 
where a US-allied South Korean military squad 
searches for a group of missing soldiers deep 
in the fog-shrouded jungle surrounding the 
remains of a mysterious temple. Called R- 
Point, the mysterious site hosts a malevolent 
force that begins preying on the men, who then 
slowly turn on each other. Combining the 
nihilism of Full Metal Jacket with the ghostly 
tension of Session 9, and adding a touch of 
supernatural J-horror, the film is so effectively 
choked with dread there’s already a English- 
language version in the works. DA 

P 

(PAUL SPURRIER, THAILAND) 

In P, a visually stunning entry from Thailand, 
horror manifests in the seedy underbelly of the 
booming sex industry. Dau (Suangporn Jatura- 
phut) makes a convincing transformation from 
naive country girl to jaded Bangkok prostitute, 
forced to market herself to slimy foreigners. 
Along the way, the training in magical arts she 
received from her grandmother turns on the 
young girl, changing her into a bloodthirsty 
demon at night. Although a condemnation of 
the Thai sex industry, the film sometimes turns 
awkward when the camera lingers on erotic 
dance sequences with a little too much inter- 
est, but overall P provides enough chills to stay 
interesting. OL 


THE ROOST 

(Tl WEST, USA) 

Carrying on in the great tradition of low- 
rent B-grade horror, The Roost is an ode 
to walking into a dark room with a flash- 


P: A bloody condemnation 
of the Thai sex industry. 

36 RUE MORGUE 



A WICKED TALE 

(TZANG MERWYN TONG, SINGAPORE) 

An introspective and decidedly gory interpre- 
tation of a certain Brothers Grimm fairy tale 
about an innocent girl and a big bad wolf, A 
Wicked Tale is the first offering from Singapore 
in the history of FanTasia. Director Tong uses 
his love of film to his advantage, incorporating 
a self-aware silent film aesthetic reminiscent 
of Canuck director Guy Maddin. While the sex- 
ual danger presented by the wolf is pushed to 
the limit, the film manages to hit the right tone 
by being more suggestive, setting the viewer 
up for an unexpected ending. Visually enticing 
for such a low budget, A Wicked Tale is a 
seductive pleasure. OL 


light. The story is relatively predictable: a group 
of disaffected youngsters experience vehicle 
trouble in the backwoods and seek help in an 
eerily vacant farmhouse. Needless to say, the 
result is not pretty. The film even has its own 
built-in late-night horror host [ManhunteTs 
Tom Noonan) in some rather baffling interludes 
from the main feature. While the film maintains 
an admirable intensity throughout, the payoff 
fails to capitalize on elements established ear- 
lier in the story. OL 


TROUBLE 

(HARRY CLEVEN, BELGIUM) 


Belgium’s Trouble brings us another film 
about identical twins, cast in the same mould 
as Cronenberg's classic Dead Ringers. Benoit 
Magimel takes a deceptively simple approach 
to the portrayal of family man Matyas, who dis- 
covers he has a twin named Thomas (also 
Magimel) he had no idea existed. Soon, 
Matyas’ life begins to unravel as his identity is 
compromised and he regains lost memories. 
Director eleven uses a palate of deep reds 
and blues to construct an ever-collapsing 
world with stark angles and dark corners. 
Most importantly, attention to character- 
ization keeps the dynamic between 
Matyas and Thomas strong, and keeps 
viewers guessing all the way to the 
shocking end. OL 



jttpth Creeps 


DARKMAN AND THE MUMMY RETURNS f 2003 UNIVERSAL STUDIOS LICENSING LLC. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 

Killer Klokns From Outer Space and Jeepers Creepers 2 ” & s 2003 MGM Entertainment. 


N4 U M M Y 


7” Articulated Figures 
w/ Display bases and 
Accessories ! 


CHECK OUT 

WWW.SOTATOYS.COM 

FOR MORE HORROR BASED TOYS 


LORD IF MRKNLSS 


Coming ThiTSummer ! 


The Next Wave of Terror 


Coming This Summer ! 


ffiOM-QinER-SPdUF 




Last year’s breakthrough horror-themed action shooter 7 'HE SUFFERM gets the sequel treatment 
this month with another multi-faceted horror experience: IBS TtlSi BIEM& 


I f the thought of being locked in a death- 
rdto prison with the vilest of rapists and 
. murderers wasn’t terrifying enough, add 
an apocalyptic siege by mutated monsters rid- 
dled with poison needles, and decapitated 
assailants with razor-sharp knives for limbs, 
and you’ve got the nightmare world of The 
Suffering. As you fight your way through the 
pandemonium, malevolent spirits, ringing 
phones, screams of terror, unearthly whispers 
and brief glimpses of monstrosities darting by 
in the shadows, haunt you at every step. 

Midway’s tense, escape-from-prison sur- 
vival horror masterpiece raised the bar for the 


modern video game with its compelling narra- 
tive, brutally effective sound design and 
graphic, corpse-littered, levels. This month 
sees the release of The Suffering: Ties That 
Bind (PS2, Xbox and PC), the much-anticipat- 
ed sequel to the game that Rue Morgue 
crowned Best of 2004 (RM#43). 

“For The Suffering: Ties That Bind, the team 
really concentrated on making a tighter and 
deeper action experience for gamers,” says 
Richard Rouse III, Creative Director and writer 
on the sequel. “We talk about the game as 
being ‘action horror’ because we integrate the 
intense storytelling and disturbing environ- 
ment of the horror 
genre with 
state-of-the- 
art immer- 
sive shooter 

t \ game play.” 

Os To that end, 

the design team 
improved weapon selection 
(adding sawed-off shotguns, semi- 
automatic pistols, rocket launchers 
and even a M-60 machine gun to the 


arsenal), tightened up the inventory system, 
made the controls more responsive and 
increased the variety of evil enemies (and 
enemy tactics) that players will face. 

In the first installment, gamers took on the 
role of Torque, a man literally haunted by his 
past, who’s been sentenced to death for killing 
his wife and two young sons. Recently trans- 
ferred to Carnate Island, a facility for the worst 
of the worst, he isn’t there long before Hell 
breaks loose. All kinds of monsters - whose 
physical forms are derived from methods of 
execution, like the needle-throwing Mainliners 
who echo the horrors of lethal injection - pour 
into the prison, savagely gutting inmates and 
officials alike. Torque must battle his way 
through the hordes to not only escape with his 
life but to solve the mystery of his family’s 
murder, of which he has no recollection. 

In Ties, Torque leaves the island and returns 
to his hometown of Baltimore to learn more 
about his past; there he discovers that a crim- 
inal mastermind named Blackmore has been 
manipulating his life for years. Soon, Baltimore 
falls victim to the same monster-ridden seige 
as Torque’s former prison, and he’s left to bat- 
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tie not only the mutant creatures but also 
humans in the form of a paramilitary/scientific 
organization known as The Foundation. 

“Some of our most effective enemy Al [arti- 
ficial intelligence] comes in the form of the 
player’s human opponents,” reveals Rouse. 

“The foundation troops will try to block 
Torque’s progress in a number of places 
throughout the game, and fighting them is a 
huge change from fighting the creatures. They 
use fairly advanced military tactics to come 
after Torque, and gamers will need to hide 
behind cover and be much more tactical when 
fighting them." 

Acknowledging the complaint that some 
gamers found The Suffering too 
repetitive in regards to the vari- 
ety of almost Cenobitic crea- 
tures and overall style of com- 
bat, Ties introduces more mon- 
sters, including Suppressors, 
who can detect enemies only 
when the flashlight jammed 
through their skulls shines 
directly on them, and the Arson- 
ist, a pair of humans who have 
been melted together and 

appear as a form caught in a ^ 

raging inferno. It also places 
more emphasis on “mixed” pac- 
ing to ensure that the sequel 
remains challenging right to the 
end - this includes making the 

Insanity feature (in which Torque himself ue the second along the same morality path, 
morphs into a hulking monster) an absolute while new players will automatically start at a 
necessity for those who wish to complete the neutral point. 

game. Just as the harsh penal setting lends an air 

“We’ve added certain creatures that can of real-world credibility to the prequel, Ties 

only be killed while in insanity mode, and cer- tackles modern urban issues of its own; the 

tain obstacles that can only be removed by the website claims the sequel is “designed to 

creature,” Rouse elaborates. “But the best depict tough societal problems like street 

thing about the reworked creature is that it crimes, gun violence and riots that prosper in 

actually changes its form based on the play- poverty-stricken slums.” This time the 

er’s current morality creatures are tied to the real-world 

path in the game.” playStation 2 histor y of Baltimore, whether that be 

As in the first Suf- s * ave ^ unters tracking runaway 

fering, Torque’s moral q£g iPffKW WBSli slaves along the Underground Rail- 
decisions have a sig- ^ road, or as a comment on the drug 
nificant effect on game J 1 abuse that has ravaged many Amer- 

play (players can ican cities - 

choose to help people ■' /' *Sw'^ X ' " A k'9 part °* ty' n 9 * he 9 ame t0 

or simply slaughter reality was focusing on some of the 

them), and this morality * i \ % real-world horrors that have been 

feature is developed >2 * ./§ going on in America for centuries,” 

even further in Ties. ^ j&| 4 aSP wk Rouse explains. “Fighting super- 

Choices made by players ^ flr? natural creatures is all fine and 

to follow a good, evil, or ^ wrtnwu' good, but if those creatures are 

neutral path will not only Iss evocative of real events from his- 

effect the form and abili- tory or real suffering that is going on in cities 

ties of Torque’s Insanity Monster but will also today, I think that makes the game a lot more 

lead to significantly different game play expe- intense. I think it gives The Suffering games a 

riences. Ties has been developed to allow hard edge that you don’t see in a lot of other 

those who completed the first game to contin- horror games or video games in general.” 



t 


- % ^ 



The Suffering: Ties That Bind: Players 
face a variety of creatures based on 
real-life horrors. 


Rouse also readily admits that Ties will be 
more graphic than its predecessor. Not only 
will Torque be awash in blood as he cuts his 
way through waves of enemies, but the horror 
has once again been designed in three distinct 
tiers: the “boo!” moments, the more subtle 
psychological terrors (inflicting a pervasive 
feeling of dread that Rouse hopes players will 
experience throughout the game) and, of. 
course, the gore. 

Much of the success of The Suffering games 
is in their ability to immerse players in a multi- 
faceted horror experience. From the graphic 
bloodshed and relentlessly tense atmosphere 
to the unsettling soundtrack and subtle, 
almost subliminal, mindfucks, the games live 
up to their hardcore reputation. Despite this, 
Rouse realizes there’s something that can only 
be brought to the Ties That Bind experience by 
the gamers themselves. 

“Though [Ties] is a no-holds-barred horror 
title, at the same time our most disturbing 
content is more implied than expressly 
shown,” he notes. “I think that makes it even 
scarier, since players will be able to dream up 
stuff in their minds that’s more horrifying than 


anything we could show them on a TV screen.” 
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worth of makeup, latex spikes and fake blood, 


continues 


David Brockie (a.k.a. Oderus Urungus) takes Rue Morgue behind the 
ilood-splattered rubber freak show. 


Nothing is safe with 

From disgusting and blackly humor- 
ous songs about necrophilia (“It's 
iust a dead child/An object I've 
defiled/Yes I know it’s wrong/You’d 
rather that it was your mom? ') and 
bestiality (“In my animal/Drinkin' 
fifty beers/Fuckin' an animal/Blowin 1 
fifty steers") to targeting left and 
right-wing politics, cops, clergy and 
passersby, this group exists to 
offend. 




aving carved a trail of death and 
destruction across the galaxy for 
almost twenty years (given their 
claim of being a band of monsters stuck on 
earth, playing music to stay occupied!), GWAR - 
'comprised of singer Oderus Urungus, bassist 
Beefcake The Mighty, drummer Jizmak The 
Gusher and guitarists Balzak The Jaws of Death 
and Flattus Maximus - have reigned as the 
quintessential shock rock outfit, with nine 
albums including fan favourites Scumdogs of 
the Universe , This Toilet Earth and America 
Must Be Destroyed, three feature films (Phallus 
In Wonderland was nominated for a Grammy - 
a GRAMMY!) and an array of music videos to 
amuse and repulse. 


Couple that aural virility with an unforgettably 
horrific live show that plays out like a Grand 
Guignol directed by Herschel Gordon Lewis, and 
the result is a total experience in outrageous 
splatter. Past GWAR shows have featured Jerry 
Springer being eaten by a massive maggot, a 
crack-fuelled dinosaur destroying the world and 
the likes of Bush, Osama Bin Laden, Paris Hilton 
and Ronald Reagan beheaded with copious 
amounts of blood and gore that typically leaves 
the audience drenched with fake blood, semen, 
urine and other random bodily fluids. Yup, it’s 
safe to say that GWAR embodies (and disem- 
bodies) heavy metal horror. 

Even so, the band faltered during the late- 
’90s due to lineup changes, as musicians and 


original characters such as “manager” Sleazy P. 
Martini, “enemy” Techno-Destructo and female 
GWAR cohort Slymenstra Hymen moved on to 
bloodier pastures. The band suffered from a 
general loss of vision when cartoonishness 
overtook the gore, but now they’re back in full 
mortifying form for their latest releases War 
Party and Live From Mt. Fuji (from DRT Enter- 
tainment), which take a slightly (apolitical turn 
with tongue planted firmly in worm-infested 
cheek. 

“GWAR works best when the music is super- 
heavy and the action is horrifying,” lead singer 
Dave Brockie (a.k.a .Oderus Urungus) tells Rue 
Morgue, moments after a particularly blood- 
soaked headlining performance on the summer 
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Live Photos by Fish Griwkowsky. 


Sounds of the Underground tour. “Now that 
we’ve shifted away from the [cartoonish] ele- 
ments, horror has become the primary drive, 
especially aesthetically.” 

True to his word, Brockie’s Oderus is a 
masochistic spectacle; with breast bones 
ripped out, he regularly drives nails through his 
dick, saws off his legs and shoots himself in the 
head, though, as he says, Oderus’ “brain is so 
tiny he can’t hit it with a bullet.” Like much 
splatter slaptick, gore takes precedence over 
intellect at a GWAR show. 

“That’s GWAR in a nutshell,” Brockie agrees. 
“It’ll always be funny because GWAR is a merry 
band of murderers and we’ll never take it too 
seriously. See, GWAR is lots of fun but plot real- 
ly isn’t so important; we’re just killing beautiful- 
ly or ripping things apart with entrails dripping 
everywhere." 

With throngs of bands opting to just get their 
ya-ya’s out via extreme music, one wonders 
how Brockie and his ever-revolving crew of 
miscreants arrived at the decision to meld 
heavy metal and punk rock with visual imagery 
that makes Alice Cooper and Marilyn Manson 
seem gentlemanly. 

“Horror has always been a part of my life,” 
Brockie explains about the origin of GWAR as a 
concept. “Night of the Living Dead and Dawn of 
the Dead were huge influences on me. Same 
with the original Nosferatu." 

As far as his literary influences go, he cites 
Poe, Stephen King and Dean Koontz among his 
greatest, but none, he adds, had more of an 
impact than H.P. Lovecraft. 

“To read him is to dedicate your life to him,” 
Brockie says matter-of-factly. “He’s the all-time 
influence on myself and my aspects of GWAR. 
After [reading Lovecraft] I knew horror was 
going to be a part of whatever I did. I mean, 
after creating the image for GWAR, the one 
thing we knew was that GWAR kills people. 
You’re pretty much locked into horror whether 
you like it or not at that point, so we just ran 
with it.” 

Despite the histrionic answer, Brockie has lit- 
tle to say about GWAR’s true origins. He does 
reveal, however, that no single image was as 
profound on the vision for his band than direc- 
tor Jacques Tourneur’s oft-forgotten 1957 film 
Night of the Demon (a.k.a. Curse of the Demon). 

“[That film] had a direct impact on how 
Oderus turned out,” he explains. “They don’t 
reveal the demon until the last scene; the sor- 
cerer hears weird sounds and looks down rails 
at a train and the demon is manifesting on the 
fuckin’ engine. They finally show you a close-up 
of its face, and I flat out stole Oderus from that 
with the pig nose and horns. To me, that demon 
is one of the common representations of Satan, 
which is what I wanted Oderus to be.” 

With their more cartoonish years now behind 
them, GWAR have not only managed to turn the 



GWAR IS A MERRY BAND 

of MURDERERS.” 

'X^rOCKtC (a.k.a. Cttcruo UtuttguS) 


live show into an all-new extravaganza featur- 
ing non-stop carnage, spew and blood delivered 
by mutilations, gore cannons and creative tor- 
ture devices. Brockie points out, GWAR can 
focus on the future, one which he assures will 
only become sicker and more realistic now that 
the vision is unhampered. 

“It’s easy to make [our effects] so they don’t 
look real,” he says, “but we have to try to 
work towards making shit look real. I 
want it to look horrible and awful. I 
want these people [on stage] to 
look like they’re in pain. I don’t 
want it to look like a big come- 
dy game show metal saga. It 
would be great to have a ^ 
big budget, but we’re low jjj 
budget and we do the best Jj 
we can.” 

Despite delusions of 
gore-ific grandeur, Brockie 
remains grounded - as 
grounded as you can be 
when you sing songs about 
screwing dead animals 
while a rubber dinosaur 
chews on your head. 

“I want people to actu- 
ally be afraid of seeing us; 
to challenge everyone, 


even fuck up the GWAR fans who think they’ve 
seen it all,” he says. “GWAR shows will never be 
Night of the Living Dead scary but they will be a 
piece to watch. Seeing GWAR should be as if a 
rift to Gehenna has opened up and god knows 
what will crawl out of the hole.” 






desktop software. This begs the question: if 
studios can spend millions on a zombie flick 
and the best they can manage is Resident 
Evil: Apocalypse , what do we need Holly- 
wood for? 

Joseph O’Brien 


HORROR SPRINGS ETERNAL 


LI GHTNING BUG 

Starring Bret Harrison, Laura Prepon 
and Hal Sparks 

Written and directed by Robert Hall 
Anchor Bay Entertainment 


SIX FEET DOWN UNDER More than just another living dead rehash. 

Undead explodes standard zombie tropes - 
the siege scenario, the bickering group of 
(admittedly annoying) strangers thrown 
together by the crisis and, of course, lots of 
exploding heads. The addition of an extrater- 
restrial threat behind the zombie hordes 
(shades of Plan 9 From Outer Space ) adds a 
knowing cheese factor that keeps 
things humorously upbeat but 
never swamps the goings-on with 
obnoxious post-mod comedy. 

There’s a compelling mystery 
surrounding the abduction of 
town crazy-tumed-expert zom- 
bie killer Marion (McKay, 
armed with an ungainly but 
impressive Phantasm- inspired 
triple shotgun) that keeps an 
honest-to-god actual plot going 
between the survival horror set 
pieces. 

The Spierigs have filled Undead with 
enough inventive gore for three films, clev- 
erly complementing the physical gags (by 
FX artist Steven Boyle) with some artfully- 
conceived visual effects, made all the more 
impressive by the fact that they were cooked 
up by the Spierigs themselves on PCs using 


Starring Felicity Mason, Mungo McKay 

and Rob Jenkins 

Written and Directed by Michael 

and Peter Spierig 

Lions Gate 

It’s a fact: folks love the zombies, and 
nobody loves them more than first-time 
filmmakers. The living dead remain the 
most cost-effective movie monsters; a cou- 
ple gallons of fake blood and some friends 
willing to shamble around at 4 AM in pan- 
cake makeup are all you really need to get 
into the fright film business. Talent is an 
asset, but not required. 

Fortunately, Aussie twins Michael and 
Peter Spierig have an abundance of not only 
talent, but infectious enthusiasm for the hor- 
ror genre. They invest Undead with an off- 
kilter menace that lives somewhere between 
Romero’s straight-faced horrors and Raimi- 
esque splatstick, with enough red meat to 
please the gorehounds and an avalanche of 
out-of-left-field turns that keep things fresh 
even for to the most jaded zombie film 
fanatic. 


Sometimes, reality is far more menacing 
than any latex movie monster or masked 
Hollywood slasher. Lightning Bug, the first 
film directed by special effects makeup 
expert Robert Hall (Buffi the Vampire Slayer, 
Angel), is a poignant little coming-of-age 
tale, geared specifically for horror buffs, that 
explores some of the true-to-life terrors that 
stand in the way of our dreams. 

Based on Hall’s own life growing up as a 
horror-obsessed teenager in the Deep South, 
the film stars Harrison as aspiring effects 
artist Green Graves, who moves to a small 
backwater Alabama town with his divorcee 
mother (HellraiseP s Ashley Laurence). He 
soon lands a job developing scary set pieces 
for the town’s Halloween haunted house, 
with hopes of earning 
enough scratch to take off to 
Hollywood with kindred 
local horror fanatic and aspir- 
ing actress Angevin ( That 
70s Show's Prepon). There’s 
plenty to escape from in 
Green’s trashy, cousin-hump- 
ing town: his drunken, abusive 
stepfather Earl (Kevin Gage), 
unsympathetic cops, and a 
posse of Bible-beating red- 
necks - led by Angevin’s 
mother - who deem Green’s 
painstakingly crafted monsters “satanic”, and 
want the spook house shut. 

Supported by several strong performances, 
Lightning Bug soars past most expectations 
with one of the few honest Hollywood depic- 
tions of a horror fan ever. Green is a likable. 
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self-assured teen with a penchant for slasher 
flicks, rather than a creepy loser or a walking 
encyclopedia of gore statistics. Likewise, 
Gage is downright scary as the sadistic Earl, 
and Sparks brings a cocky levity to the role 
of deputy. 

Acting aside, however, Hall is clearly 
experiencing some growing pains of his own 
as he matures into the role of director, with 
several glaring continuity problems and the 
occasional detour into predictable melodra- 
ma. This includes the use of ajar of lightning 
bugs as a clunky symbol of Green’s hope, 
which is crushed under Earl’s boot - twice. 
Still, a few horror-styled sequences do allow 
Hall to indulge his slasher sweet tooth, and 
the film’s darkly unexpected final act almost 
makes up for his earlier missteps. All in all. 
Lightning Bug is a commendable but flawed 
debut that any misunderstood horror junkie 
can relate to. 

Paul Corupe 



Dark Water: A buoyant compliment to Nakata’s version. 


WATCH OUT FOR 
THE WET SPOT 

DARK WATER 

Starring Jennifer Connelly, John C. Reilly 

and Pete Postlewaite 

Directed by Walter Salles 

Written by Rafael Yglesias, based on 

the novel by Koji Suzuki 

Buena Vista Pictures 

When misery rains, it pours, and in the 
remake of Dark Water, that’s exactly what 
happens when a mother and daughter move 
into a dreary apartment while in the midst of 
a bitter custody battle. If dirty divorces and 
dirtier digs weren’t bad enough, a ghostly 
occupant haunts the room upstairs and makes 
its presence known through filthy water that 
starts leaking into their suite. 

As protective mother Dahlia (Connelly) 
unravels a terrible secret about the former 
tenants that lived above her, her daughter 
Ceci (the very cute Ariel Gade) develops a 
dangerously possessive “imaginary” friend, 
triggering a more otherworldly type of cus- 
tody battle. Connelly gives her all as an emo- 
tionally shell-shocked newly single parent, 
particularly during an intense thriller of a 
scene when she’s locked in the bathroom by 
poltergeist activity while trying to rescue 


Reilly, who plays a hilariously sleazy land- 
lord. Postlewaite as the shady building man- 
ager and Tim Roth as a dishevelled lawyer 
round out the strong cast. 

Directed by Walter Salles, Dark Water is a 
remake of the Hideo Nakata film, which was 
adapted from the book by Koji Suzuki, who 
also provided the source material for Ringu. 
Salles, best known for directing The Motor- 
cycle Diaries, rightly maintains the original 
themes of Nakata’s version by showing par- 
allel scenes depicting how society tends to be 
incredibly dysfunctional. But he also 
includes more psychological twists and char- 
acter drama that highlights particular Ameri- 
can problems (for example, how the US legal 
system deals with 
custody battles). 

Ultimately, 
some mysteries 
were never meant 
to be solved, and 
while Nakata’s 
more graphic orig- 
inal keeps an edge 
of mystery to the 
reasons for the 
ghost’s machina- 
tions, Salles’ ver- 
sion wraps things up neatly. Nakata brings 
light to our negative tendencies to manipu- 
late when compelled by jealousy and selfish- 


ness - Dahlia was neglected growing up by 
her own mother. At the end of his version he 
hints at how the broken family’s fate is sadly 
sealed for eternity with coldness, while 
Salles’ version ends sadly, but also shows 
how a mother’s love is truly transcendent. 
Ultimately, Dark Water is buoyant on its own 
and compliments the Japanese version very 
well. 

Alicyn Leigh 

UNHAPPY TREE FRIENDS 

ACACIA 

Starring Hye-jin Shim, Jin-geun Kim 
and Woo-bin Moon 

Written and directed by Ki-hyung Park 
Tartan Rims 

Acacia is one smart horror film. From its 
cinematic nods to everyone from Alfred 
Hitchcock to Stanley Kubrick to Sergio 
Leone, to its slowly unwinding plot and twist 
ending that even Sixth Sense fan club mem- 
bers won’t see coming, this latest entry from 
Ki-hyung Park ( Whispering Corridors) evi- 
dences a talented and intelligent filmmaker. 
Park begins the film with a blurry, dream- 
like fade into an idyllic Korean suburb nes- 
tled in view of a lush forest and mountain. 
Do-il, a doctor, and Mi-sook, his artisan wife. 


t 
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FURLONG TAKES FLIGHT 


THE CROW: WICKED PRAYER 

Starring Edward Furlong, David Boreanaz and Tara Reid 
Directed by Lance Mungia 
Written by Lance Mungia, Jeff Most and Sean Hood 
Dimension Home Video 

A half-decent Crow sequel? It’s true. The 
Crow: Wicked Prayer, the fourth Crow film, is 
really entertaining... /f you let go of preconcep- 
tions about what the series should be. General- 
ly, James O’Barr’s Crow comic is a humourless 
goth touchstone steeped in drama and pain. 

Likewise, Alex Proyas’ original 1994 film has 
become a classic thanks to its alt-rock sound- 
track, romantic urban decay visuals, and the 
tragic allure of star Brandon Lee’s on-set 
death. The next two sequels, 1 996’s The Crow: 

City of Angels anti 2000’s The Crow: Salvation, 
were redundant abominations which empha- 
sized the emptiness of the revenge theme. 

But director Lance Mungia (Six-String 
Samurai) takes the series’ central conceit (an 
innocent man and the love of his life are mur- 
dered, the male rises from the dead for revenge) 
and twists it, making Jimmy Cuervo (Furlong) a paroled killer about to be married to 
his Native American girlfriend Lily (Emmanuelle Chriqui). Among his killers are child- 
hood friends Luc (Angers Boreanaz) and Lola (Reid): devil worshippers eager to turn 
Luc into Satan with their sacrifice. But the resurrected Jimmy, of course, has other 
ideas. 

That might not sound different from the other bad sequels, but Mungia has done a 
couple of things right: his style is an energetic riff on Sin City director Robert 
Rodriquez’s dynamism, and his script boasts both a plot and full-blooded characters. 
Boreanaz steals this low-budget show, alternating between charismatic cult leader, 
rejected lover and Satan himself - not like the cardboard villains of the previous films. 
Dennis Hopper turns in an energetic cameo as a Satanic pimp, and Furlong, while not 
totally convincing as a killer (he’s still too boyish), conveys a potent sense of doom. 

Franchise fans will be put off by the film’s humour and its lack of a gothic visual 
aesthetic, but in terms of pure filmmaking, The Crow: Wicked Prayer f lies a lot high- 
er than expected. 

Sean Plummer 



have it all - a tastefully decorated home full of pretty 
things purchased on a doctor’s income - except for a 
child, as they’ve been unable to conceive for a 
decade. Do-il suggests adoption and Mi-sook reluc- 
tantly agrees but then gets on board in a big way 
when they find Jin-sung, an orphan boy whose 
creepy artwork strikes a chord in the instant mother. 

Mi-sook loves the boy initially, but soon finds his 
vacant stare, long silences, and fascination with a 
withered acacia tree in the backyard unsettling. 
Things just get weirder when Mi-sook suddenly 
becomes pregnant, and with the added burden of sib- 
ling rivalry, Jin-sung descends further into his own 
world and his love for the acacia, which he claims 
houses the soul of his dead mother. The creepy obses- 
sion threatens to destroy the family. 

This Bad Seed storyline could have easily descend- 
ed into cliche, but Park keeps picking away at the 
slick veneer of the successful couple and the toyland 
suburb they live in, making the violent, surreal end- 
ing feel like an act of poetic justice against their mar- 
ital complacency and refusal to take responsibility for 
the boy they adopted. There are also some nicely 
understated performances, especially from Moon, 
who plays the porcelain-doll-like Jin-sung with both 
restrained menace and vulnerability. 

But what’s best about Acacia is that it's all mood. 
Look past the potentially haunted tree and the other- 
worldly foundling and you’re left with a cinematic 
meditation on depression, personal dread, sterility, 
and the emptiness of the contemporary family. Now 
that’s horror. 

James Grainger 

SPACE MADNESS 


SAVE THE GREEN PLANET 

Starring Ha-kyun Shin, Yun-shik Baek 
and Jae-yong Lee 

Written and directed by Jun-hwan Jeong 
Koch Entertainment 

Fuelled by generous fistfuls of bennies and madly- 
scribbled notebooks cataloguing vast intergalactic 
conspiracies, South Korea’s inventive and unconven- 
tional horror/sci-fi comedy Save the Green Planet is 
a unique genre-hopping cult film as gruesome as it is 
hilarious. 

Extraterrestrial infiltrators from the planet 
Andromeda are poised to destroy the world, and the 
only one that knows it is downtrodden beekeeper Lee 
Byeong-Gu (Shin). The fanatical Lee and his 
tightrope-walking girlfriend Sun-i (Jeong-min 
Hwang) kidnap the head alien - cunningly disguised 
as Yuje Chemicals CEO Kang Man-Shik (Baek) - 
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and take him to their isolated retreat. 
As detective Choo (Lee) and his young pro- 
tege Kim (Ju-hyeon Lee) attempt to track 
down the missing businessman, Lee subjects 
Kang to a fiendish range of torture in the 
depths of his subterranean workshop to get 
him to admit he’s an alien. But is Lee the last 
guardian of planet Earth, or just an insane, 
paranoid murderer? 

There’s far more to Save the Green Planet 
than Shin’s manic performance; first-time 
director Jun-hwan Jeong delivers a fascinat- 
ing, witty story in a flurry of chaotic cuts and 
enticing eye candy. In theory, it probably 
shouldn’t work, but it does, if only because 
there’s actually an emotional story buried 
under the film’s dense layer of charming 
madness. As the torture progresses from head 
shaving to getting crucified, it’s revealed that 
Lee’s mother was the victim of a life-threat- 
ening accident while working at one of 
Kang’s factories, bringing into question Lee’s 
sanity and motives. But even if Lee is com- 
pletely off his rocker, he’s an undeniably lik- 
able character living out the ultimate boss 
revenge fantasy, and he battles the bloodied, 
pitiful Kang for the viewer’s sympathy until 
the last frame. 

At close to two hours, the film drags, wal- 
lowing in the inessential detective subplot 
and hammering the joke home in a needless- 
ly drawn-out, obvious ending. Regardless, 
Save the Green Planet makes for an original, 
if schizophrenic, movie that should knock 
cult film fans and Asian cinema aficionados 
into the stratosphere. 

Paul Corupe 


VIRAL FATIGUE 

THE RING VIRUS 

Starring Shin Eun-Gyeong, Jeong Jin-Yeong 
and Bae Du-Na 

Written and directed by Dong-bin Kim 
Tai Seng Entertainment 

Never trust DVD cover art. You think 
you’re getting one tiling when in fact you’re 
getting something else entirely. Take pom: 
how do you choose one title out of the hun- 
dreds on display? Why, you check out the 
cover and choose the, uh, performer that 
turns your crank. But then you get home and 
find out the hot babe on the box art isn’t even 
in the movie! 

Horror taglines are the same, and the claim 
that The Ring Virus is “The Scariest Ring of 
All!” made me suspicious. Maybe it was the 
exclamation mark - it seemed like overkill. 
But with the current renaissance in Korean 
horror, I was willing to take a silver bullet for 
the team and check out this 1999 “homage” 
to (some might say rip-off of) Hideo Naka- 
ta’s Ringu. 

You know the story: Sun-joo (Gyeong) is 
the reporter and single mom whose niece 
dies mysteriously. She investigates reports of 
similar deaths and consults the abrasive Dr. 
Choi (Yeong), who believes the victims died 
of “supernatural shock.” The videotape is 
found, Sun-joo watches it, as does Choi and 
her daughter, and then the reporter must 
solve the mystery within a week. 

So what’s different? Well, The Ring Virus 


is easier to follow than Nakata’s original, 
which suffers from narrative lapses. Still, 
Ringu manages to raise gooseflesh by plug- 
ging into a reptilian part of the brain, irre- 
spective of cultural or language differences, 
or even weak plotting. (That videotape and 
the soundtrack are still creepy.) Chalk it up to 
Ring overload, both Japanese and American, 
but Ring Virus plods along to the familiar 
rhythms of American filmmaking with very 
little of its own character to recommend it 
either stylistically or 
story-wise. 

Is it worth watching? 

Ring completists have 
likely already seen this 
on VHS or on bootlegs. 

If not, the DVD transfer 
is clean, the subtitles 
clear, and the sound- 
track crisp. Curious 
fans of Asian horror 
may want to check it 
out, but there is more than enough deriva- 
tive horror clogging up video store shelves 
already - from this hemisphere as well as 
from Asia. 

Sean Plummer 

ENDLESS CARTOON CARNAGE 

HAPPY TREE FRIENDS: OVERKILL 

Starring Kenn Navarro, Rhode Montijo, et al. 
Directed by Kenn Navarro and Rhode Montijo 
Written by Kenn Navarro, Rhode Montijo, et al. 
Mondo Media/Ventura 

Happy Tree Friends: Overkill lives up to 
its name. Not only is seven consecutive 
hours of extreme cartoon mayhem too much 
for most, it’s also a double entendre that suc- 
cinctly describes the new episodes therein: 
those cute little flash-animated animals are 
most definitely over-killed in this set. 

Being that the box compiles the first three 
previously released Happy Tree Friends 
discs - First Blood , Second Serving and 
Third Strike - Overkill is a blatant cash grab, 
but if you have yet to subject yourself to this 
beyond excessive, relentlessly gory, animat- 
ed splattershow, this is the DVD for you. For 
diehards, the five new episodes aren’t quite 
worth your dollar (if you already have the 
first three sets) as they clock in at a mere 
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THAI TRILOGY OF TERROR 


Starring Pete Thong-jeur, Pramote Sangsorn and Pimsiree Pimsee 
Directed by Pisuth Praesaengaim and Oxide Pang 
Written by Pisuth Praesaengaim and Sompop Wetchapipat 
Panik House Entertainment 

This Thai trilogy of terror is a mishmash of everything 
that’s good and bad about contemporary Asian horror 
films, which means viewers can expect plenty of rock- 
video editing, clever lighting and camera work, startling 
but often disconnected imagery, and a platoon of aveng- 
ing female spirits with long black hair. Set in contempo- 
rary Bangkok, the film consists of three ghost stories - 
the first two by up-and-comer Pisuth Praesaengaim and 
the third by Oxide Pang ( The Eye) - loosely tied togeth- 
er by the three young ladies who trade tales over drinks 
in a trendy Bangkok bar. 

The first tale, Legend Of The Drum, is easily the best. 

An antiques dealer receives a mysterious drum, and 
through her research pieces together the instrument's 

tragic history involving a drum master, his leper son and adopted daughter. The gloomy and 
deliberately slow-paced story alternates between the present and early 20th-century Thai- 
land, contrasting the rich traditions of Thai culture with the high-tech anonymity of modem 
Bangkok. 

But just when you think you’ve finally found a horror movie appropriate to watch with a 
period-piece-loving friend. Praesaengaim delivers Black Magic Woman, a story with more 
puss and vomiting than the Elephant Man on a bender. This garbled but genuinely creepy tale 
follows the downward spiral of a beautiful woman who we’re led to believe has trouble find- 
ing a date on Saturday nights. When an oversexed neighbour suggests she try a mysterious 
perfume called Ply Essence, the woman learns the hard way that you can get too much of a 
good thing. 

Oxide Pang's contribution. Revenge, uses Hong Kong crime film motifs to tell the story of a 
cop obsessed with finding the murderer of a woman who supposedly hung herself in an ice 
warehouse. Pang's flashy style, dizzying editing techniques, multiple flashbacks and dark 
monochromatic interiors ultimately distract from the action, though there's some strong 
imagery and a very clever ending. 

Bangkok Haunted doesn't break much new ground, but joins its more innovative cinemat- 
ic cousins in presenting a vision of tech-obsessed, ultra-modern Asia as a land haunted by 
tradition, superstition, and those damn long-haired lady ghosts. 

James Grainger 


twenty minutes (albeit obscenely gory ones). 

The first new episode, Remains To Be 
Seen, stars Flippy the shell-shocked ’Nam 
vet who has a flashback after his truck back- 
fires and he leadfoots his way into a tree, tak- 
ing a group of not-so-Happy Tree Friends 
with him into bloodsoaked bark oblivion. 
Other new episode highlights include Blind 
Date, in which the sightless Mole takes 
Lumpy to a dinner and drive-in disaster - 
when the moose’s cranial cap is sheared off, 
he spends the rest 
of the date with 
birds and flies peck- 
ing at his brain. 

Then Sniffles the 
Ardvark gets lique- 
fied by the ant fami- 
ly in Suck It Up, and 
the set capper is a 
noirish “short film” 
called Mole In The 
City, directed by 
(background design- 
er) Roque Ballesteros, 
that tells a Spy vs. Spy tale that concludes 
with the usual amount of sagittally quartered 
innocent bystanders. 

Monotonous as they eventually become, 
you can’t deny the fun in seeing these Poke- 
mon - types endlessly wipe up the screen with 
their own insides. Overkill , if taken at the 
recommended over-dosage, should result in 
giddy, mind-melting, cartoon bloodlust. 

Jovanka Vuckovic 

TWILIGHT ZOHE, NZ 

THE LOCALS 

Starring John Barker, Dwayne Cameron 
and Kate Elliott. 

Written and directed by Greg Page 
TVA Films 

Slow-bum, plot-driven horror flicks are an 
endangered species these days; often they 
miss out on a proper bite at the multiplex 
audience, thanks to movies whose only 
virtues are that of being bigger, louder, and 
more widely advertised. 

The Locals is a good example of unfair cin- 
ematic burial. It’s not slow, and it’s not sub- 
standard, but it dares to trade in buckets of 
bloodshed and special effects for subtler 
chills. Thankfully, it proves creepiness can 
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be heightened when shroud- 
ed in mystery and darkness, 
and wrapped lovingly in a 
decent script. 

Irrepressionable Paul 
(Cameron) and his lovelorn 
friend Grant (actor/musi- 
cian Barker) set out from 
the city on a surfing trip. 

Dreams of fun in the sun 
are quickly derailed when 
that night a car crash traps 
them in the back country, 
where they witness a murder, encounter trou- 
blesome locals, and end up running for their 
lives. 

A brilliant plot twist ties this film together, 
one revealed in an effortless and chilling fash- 
ion by New Zealand writer/director Page. 
Between all the fleeing. Page’s script manages 
to keep the audience on tenderhooks about 
what’s really going on, without getting manip- 
ulative with the slow reveal. 

Paul Glover (The Ugly) is particularly 
intense as a grave digging farmer. And 
although Barker lacks charisma as the Every- 
man hero, the friendship between Paul and 
Grant is credible enough to ground the viewer 
in their plight. Similarly, the soundtrack man- 
ages to mix violins and 
loud guitars without 
embarrassment, giving 
the low-budget film an 
all around professional 
feel. 


Page made his name in the 
Kiwi film industry for his music 
videos and stop-motion anima- 
tion, and his first feature, shot at 
rural locations in six weeks, 
unravels in a place that is recog- 
nizably New Zealand, yet simulta- 
neously somewhere on the edge of 
the The Twilight Zone. The result 
ranks as one of the country’s finest 
horror films yet. 

Ian Pryor 

MYSTERIOUS 

UNDERTAKINGS 

EM EMBALMING 

Starring Reiko Takashima, 

Yutaka Matsuhige and Seijun Suzuki 
Directed by Shinji Aoyama 
Written by Aoyama Shinji and Sato Kumi 
Artsmagic DVD 

If nothing else, the J-horror boom has pro- 
vided us with an alternative to mainstream 
Hollywood horror tedium, and things just 
don’t get much less mainstream than Shinji 
Aoyama ’s newly available 1999 film EM 
Embalming. You have to respect a movie that 
manages to work gruesome (faked) autopsies, 
school girls with multiple personalities, black 
market organ trading, religious cults, weird 
drugs, and suicide into a film noir mystery 
drama. 

At the film’s opening, we’re 
given a brief history on the 
practice of embalming 
and informed that it is 
not something common 
to Japanese culture. 
From there we’re intro- 
duced to Myako 
(Takashima), an 
embalmer called in 
by detective Hirao- 
ka (Matsuhige) to 
examine the vic- 
tim of an apparent 
suicide. As she 
begins work on the 
body, strange occur- 
rences start piling up, 
including the disappearance 


of a freshly-dressed cadaver’s head, and soon 
Myako and Hiroka find themselves in the 
thick of a complex mystery loaded with all 
the above mentioned weirdness. 

Not really a horror film director by trade, 
Aoyama has created the kind of movie that 
will no doubt alienate some viewers. Slow, 
methodical and quiet (the movie barely has a 
soundtrack), EM Embalming has the vibe of 
an old pulp crime story, but randomly hits the 
viewer with gruesome scenes that almost 
seem out of place with the rest of the film. 
The movie constantly toys with the idea of 
extreme opposites, notably juxtaposing a 
dead-serious tone with a deliriously over-the- 
top plot. 

It’s never really 
obvious what Aoya- 
ma is trying to say 
about his movie’s 
taboo subject matter, 
or even what the 
whole point of this 
film is, but with the 
current popularity of 
Asian horror films, 

EM Embalming is an 
overlooked gem. 

Extras, including a twenty-minute inter- 
view with the director, and a commentary 
track with Jasper Sharp, co-author of The 
Midnight Eye Guide to New Japanese Film 
(who refreshingly takes on the film’s themes, 
as opposed to spewing the more common 
“how we did it” info) round out this 
whacked-out treat. 

Aaron Lupton 

KEEP IT IN THE CLOSET 



BOOGEYMAN 

Starring Barry Watson, Emily Deschanel 

and Lucy Lawless 

Directed by Stephen T. Kay 

Written by Eric Krupke, Juliet Snowdon 

and Stiles White 

Ghost House 

After six years at the Motgue, here’s a first: 
I’m actually tempted to cannibalize some- 
body else’s review, in this case Dave Alexan- 
der’s slagging of the ill-advised Amityville 
Horror remake (RM#46). I mean, it’s down- 
right uncanny: “If movie studios want to 
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The year is 1971. Jennifer, a troubled actress, is 
institutionalized following psychotic visions on the 
set of her latest film. Upon her release, Jennifer 
becomes stranded in the desert only to be rescued 
by a colorful band of nomadic rebels. Helpless and 
alone, Jennifer has no choice but to follow them 
and is subtly but swiftly inducted into their family. 
That night, a local desert dweller, tells them of an 
abandoned house and warns them to stay away. 

The family ignores the warning and uses the^house 
as their latest crash pad. Jennifer becomes further 
plagued by sinister visions that reduce her ability 
to separate reality from fantasy. Soon members of 
the family are mysteriously killed one by one in 
the legend known as the "Slaughterhouse of the 
Rising Sun ... 


16x9 Anamorphic (1:78:1) 

2.0 Dolby Stereo 

Losing the Light: The Unmaking of 
Slaughterhouse of the Rising Sun 
Deleted Scenes Montage - “Cuttings” 

LABLE ON DVD SEPTEMBER 27 


An escaped mental patient stumbles upon the annual 
end-of-the-summer party at the cottage of twenty- 
something Shannon. With people partying everywhere, 
and the beer flowing, it takes time before the 
partygoers realize that blood has started flowing as 
well! Again and again unsuspecting party guests fall 
victim to the madman, and soon this fun sleepover 
weekend turns into a terrifyingly ghastly nightmare. 


“Intimate”lnterviews with 
the Cast and Director 
Pyjama party commentary track! 
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make hoiror movies, they should make hor- 
ror movies,” writes my esteemed colleague. 
“If they want to make rock videos, they 
should make rock videos.” Well, bugger me 
gently with a wire 
brush - Dave and I 
might as well be writ- 
ing the same review. 

It’s tragic, since 
Boogeyman, from a 
conceptual stand- 
point, had sooo 
much potential. 

After all, childhood 
fears don’t get 
much more univer- 
sal than The Thing In Your Bedroom Closet - 
an archetype successfully mined by the likes 
of John Carpenter, Wes Craven, and Don 
Coscarelli. 

On its own, Boogeyman ' s simple storyline 
is fairly bursting with possibilities. Twen- 
tysomething Tim (sympathetically essayed 
by Watson) is plagued by memories of his 
father being taken away by the titular closet- 
dwelling baddie, despite years of reassur- 
ances from shrinks that this was simply his 
way of dealing with pa abandoning the fami- 
ly. When his mother (Lawless of Xena: War- 
rior Princess fame) dies, Tim returns to the 
rural family home to put things in order and 
in the process confront his old nocturnal 
nemesis. It’s an intriguing set-up, but then the 
movie turns into a third-rate Nine Inch Nails 
video. 

Director Stephen T. Kay squanders a gold- 
en opportunity to exploit, explore and expand 
upon a resonant theme because he’s too busy 
clobbering us with tired parlour tricks. Screw 
the story, it’s all about non-stop tracking 
shots (from Raimi-fast to Carpenter-slow), 
shrill music cues, jump cuts and jarring 
inserts - the hackneyed non-style of an inse- 
cure director desperately trying to sell his 
scares. Doubly appalling is that the producers 
responsible are none other than Evil Dead 
brain trust Sam Raimi and Rob Tapert. DVD 
extras include the usual self-fellating fea- 
turette and other shit I can’t be bothered to 
list here since I’ve run out of space. 

John W. Bowen 


OVERLOOKED, FORGOTTEN AND DiSMiSSED 

THIS ISSUE: LANCE GETS BEATON... SENSELESS 


BUND FURRY i* -- 

EYES DF THE WEREWOLF * , ' 

Razor Digital Entertainment 

Dig this premise: following an accident, Rich, a scientist, undergoes an eye trans- 
plant, but unfortunately his new peepers once belonged to a werewolf. After chew- 
ing through his cheating wife and best friend, he moves on to local prostitutes. i^ofthe 
B eaton appears as Sondra, a sexy nurse who gives new meaning to the term phys- '' l-l\t\\\* Lr 
ical therapy (filmed in 3-D, her two D-cups threaten to burst out of the screen). With 
the police on his literal tail, and faced with the possibility of killing Sondra, Rich decides to tear out his 
own eyes and die, much like I wanted to do while watching this movie. 

Body Count: 11 
Beaton Nude Scenes: 2 


HACK TO SCHOOL 

IDE BAGMAN 

Razor Digital Entertainment 

Beginning with Unnaturally Born Killer in ’96, Stephanie Beaton has starred in over 
twenty B-movies and Penthouse videos. Recently she’s been producing and direct- 
ing her own titles, including this one about high school thugs who murder a disfig- 
ured classmate and cover up the crime. In it Beaton plays Sue, the only one of the 
group who regretted the dirty deed and became an FBI agent in an effort to find the 
missing body. Flash forward ten years to their high school reunion where an asthmatic fat guy wearing 
a burlap sack starts picking off the former bullies one by one. Recommended for good gore, but bring 
your own sack to hide from the bad acting. 

Body Count: 8 (plus 1 Pomeranian) 

Beaton Nude Scenes: 2 


THE DEViL IS A WOMAN . 1 


Razor Digital Entertainment ,• 

Though Bayou opens with the promise of voodoo rites in New Orleans, it quickly dis- *0?' 
solves into yet another mess about Satan trying to take over the world. Beaton plays ^ 
the, ahem, titular Devil who’s brought to Earth via a cult headed by the androgynous ' ™ ^ 

Adrian, who looks like John Candy in drag with constantly melting makeup. The evil h A I 
plan is thwarted by Jake Le’Claire, a down-on-his-luck P.l. who uncovers their DAKZ7U , 
scheme only to find himself on the sacrificial altar. Beaton wrote, produced, direct- 
ed, designed the costumes and probably even catered this sucker, but was apparently too busy to take 
her bra off for us. Sigh. 

Body Count: 6 

Beaton Nude Scenes: 0, sadly Last Chance Lance 
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The legendary aliens and the undead vs. 
g-men classic is now available for the first 
time on DVD in this very special edition! 

In stores August 30th 
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Movie & TV Star, director, comic 
BOOK CREATOR, AND VIDEO-GAME HERO, 

Bruce Campbell presents a hilarious 

UNABRIDGED AUDIO PERFORMANCE OF 
HIS BEST-SELLING BOOK 

‘‘HE’S LIKE THE DINNER GUEST YOU WISH 
WOULD NEVER LEAVE.” 

-Entertainment Weekly 

In stores Sept. 27th 

WWW.BRUCE-CAMPBELL.COM 


You’ve Read The Book, 
Now Hear The Movie! 
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sst-selling Author of If Chins Could Kill 
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The Legendary Star of “Evil Dead ” and “Bubba-Ho-Tep" 
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Are zombies destined for horror’s creative delete bin, forever to rot alongside 
vampires and masked slashers? Veteran RM scribe John W. Bowen doesn’t 
want to believe it, but he can no longer hide from... 



by JOHN W. BOWEN 


R otting corpse makeup and buckets of animal intestines may 
cost more than plastic fangs and goalie masks, but it’s still 
down to basic economics: zombies are easy to do on the cheap, and 
that’s why redundant, identically-plotted zombie movies continue to 


deluge us. Call me an old curmudgeon, but I say George Romero and 
Lucio Fulci made all the zombie movies you’ll ever need to see. Nev- 
ertheless, the cheapies keep cornin’. 


THE STINK OF FLESH 

Written and directed by Scott Phillips 
Tempe Home Video 




Far and away the strongest of these three new 
shot-on-video gut crunchers, The Stink of Flesh 
stars the muscle- 
bound and intriguingly 
named Kurly Tlapoy- 
awa as an ass-kick- 
ing Snake Plissken 
type dodging deadites 
in the New Mexico 
desert. Seeking a spot 
of downtime, he holes 
up (as it were) with a 
kinky couple, only to 
be interrupted by a 
handful of harried 
Special Forces goons, 
and before you can say “too many alpha males”, 
much Day of the Dead- style infighting ensues. 
The sex is neither particularly sexy nor margin- 
ally convincing, but there’s no shortage of seri- 
ous grue on tap, and 
the soundtrack 
features some 
cool contribu- 
tions from 
my beloved 
arch neme- 
sis Chris 
Alexander. 
Unfortunately, I 
watched this one 
first, meaning my 
late-night triple 
feature was about 


to lurch steadily 
downhill. 


DEAD MEAT 

Written and directed by Conor McMahon 
Cinema Vault 

Faith 'n' be-GORE-ah! Irish zombies? Intrigu- 
ing, but alas the Emerald isle pedigree is the 
only element that sets Dead Meat apart from its 
shambling brethren. Surely you know the drill by 
now: ragtag group of survivors on the run from 
reanimated corpses, etc., all of which, in this 
case, plays out against a gorgeous rural back- 
drop of lush green where there seems to be a 
ruined castle or crumbling abbey every twenty 
feet. 

Writer/director Conor McMahon keeps it ener- 
getic with a couple 
of good jolts and 
lotsa gore, but he 
comes up short - 
often laughably so 
- on believable 
action sequences, 
a flaw that no zom- 
bie film can with- 
stand. He also falls 
prey to compulsive 
postmodernism, 
tossing in heavy- 
handed nods to 
every zombie film 
you’ve ever seen, 
along with Roman 
Polanski’s Repul- 
sion and one admittedly original Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre reference (original in that it doesn’t 
involve a chainsaw, a meathook or a mask made 
out of human flesh). 

As is weirdly typical of UK cinema (at any bud- 
get level), the sound mix is atrocious. Jayzus, 
Mary ’n’ Joseph! 


HIDE AND CREEP 

Directed-by Chuck Hartsell and Chance Shirley 
Written by Chance Shirley 
The Asylum Home Entertainment 

"Better than Shaun of 
the Dead" blares Hide 
and Creep's front cover 
blurb from Kevin Smith’s 
MoviePoopShoot.com, 
along with “Absolutely 
not to be missed” accord- 
ing to Ain’t It Cool News. 

Apparently those review- 
ers have a steady supply 
of dope vastly 
superior to any- 
thing found in my neck of the woods, 
’cause this is one tedious zombie film. 

Of course, to fully appreciate zombie 
comedy one need only watch four films. 
This notable horror sub-sub-genre kicked 
off magnificently with Return of the Living 
Dead , got deliriously super-sized in Dead 
Alive, took a fascinating little existential 
detour in Cemetery Man and, with Shaun 
of the Dead, went out on a high note. 

No reason to bother with anything else 
in the category, least of all the amateur- 
ish Hide and Creep. There are a few good 
laughs here - writer/co-director Chance 
Shirley channels Clerks with sporadic 
success - but like Dead Meat, the action 
is unconvincing. And unlike Dead Meat, it does- 
n’t happen nearly often enough in this Alabama- 
rednecks-fighting-zombies snoozer. 

All three discs have commentaries, making-of 
featurettes and sundry bells and whistles, but I 
think I’ll spend that time curled up with a couple 
of Romero flicks to remind myself of how scary, 
cool and innovative zombie cinema once was. 


Bfr*7W' 
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Freaked as a modest SI 00,000 project star- 
ring the Butthole Surfers, then spent years 
unsuccessfully trying to get it financed. When 
they gave up and re-wrote it - sans Surfers - 
with a projected budget of $12 million, Fox 
immediately put it into production, then 
unceremoniously dumped it when it per- 
formed poorly for a test audience. More than 
a decade later, it’s Anchor Bay to the rescue 
yet again. Besides the usual commentary 
track, deleted scenes and such, the double- 
disc set features rehearsal and design footage, 
a DVD-ROM screenplay and two early short 
films by Winter and Stem. 

Sure, by now we’ve all seen this kind of 
postmodern satirical splatstick plenty of 
times, but the times we’ve seen it done this 
well are sadly few and far between. So if 
you’re equally fond of Greek tragedy and 
Troma, Shakespeare and fart jokes, Monty 
Python and Airplane!, Dawn of the Dead and 
Shaun of the Dead, well, get in line, mother- 
scratcher! 

John W. Bowen 
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IDE DEAD NEXT DOOR (1988) 

Starring Pete Ferry, Michael Grossi 
and Bogdan Pecic 

Written and directed by J. R. Bookwalter 
Anchor Bay Entertainment 
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Starring Alex Winter, Megan Ward 
and Randy Quaid 

Directed by Tom Stern and Alex Winter 
Written by Tim Burns, Tom Stem 
and Alex Winter 
Anchor Bay Entertainment 

Ever heard about that time Tim Burton, 
Lloyd Kaufman and Peter Jackson got drunk 
off their asses and decided to collaborate on 
a remake of Tod Browning’s Freaks with a 
cast straight outta The Surreal Life and an 
uncredited Keanu Reeves? No? Well, that’s 
because it never happened. But wouldn’t it 
be cool? Actually, it sort of did happen, 
albeit with a different lineup of writer/direc- 
tor talent. 

Ricky Coogin (Winter, best known as the 


Bill half of Bill and Ted’s Excellent Adven- 
ture) is a spoiled former child star now 
pimpin’ his sorry ass as the spokesman for an 
evil, environment-destroying corporation. 
When Ricky and his sidekick (Michael Stoy- 
anov) are sent to the tiny South American 
backwater of Santa Flan to sell concerned 
locals a toxic fertilizer called Zygrot-24, 
Ricky falls hard for a beautiful environmen- 
talist (Ward) just before all three of them are 
abducted by an evil sideshow operator 
(Quaid) who transforms them into freaks for 
his menagerie of human oddities. Of course, 
that all goes down during the first fifteen 
minutes - then the weird shit starts. 

The film’s long, perilous journey to DVD 
is a classic Hollywood horror story. Among 
Winter’s post Bill and Ted dabblings was 
MTV’s short-lived Idiot Box series, the prod- 
uct of his creative collaboration with partner 
Tom Stern. They originally conceived 



If this issue of Rue Morgue is any indica- 
tion, you can’t open your eyes these days 
without accidentally watching a zombie 
movie - in fact they’re multiplying like, well, 
zombies. Not that we’re 
complaining too loudly, 
but it seems everyone 
with a home movie cam- 
era and a jar of red com 
syrup is cranking out an 
ode to Romero. 

J.R. Bookwalter made 
one of the best of these 
tributes, but he did it 
way back in ’88, shot it 
on Super-8 film, and filled it full of gore gags 
almost on par with Bad Taste or Evil Dead. 
Funded by Sam Raimi, with profits from Evil 
Dead 2, The Dead Next Door tells an unex- 
pectedly expansive, well-plotted yam about a 
virus-induced zombie apocalypse and the 
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government agents trying to stop it. 

Ferry (with his voice dubbed over by 
Bruce Campbell) stars as Raimi, a govern- 
ment “Zombie Squad” soldier charged with 
leading a team into Virginia to find the 
virus’ cure, which lies in the house of the 
scientist who accidentally unleashed the 
plague. (On a side note to all you aspiring 
low-budget filmmakers: don’t name your 
characters after famous horror directors - it 
screams amateur.) Joining the squad are a 
couple of scientists, including the quirky 
Doctor Moulsson (Pecic) - who’s essential- 
ly Dr. Logan from Day of the Dead - and 
Mercer (Grossi), who’s subjected to an 
experimental cure, with unfortunate results. 
Further complications arise in the form of a 
twisted religious cult with a horrifying zom- 
bie agenda. 

The movie’s sketchy lighting, grainy film 
stock and terrible haircuts lend it a warm 
nostalgic look; the amateur performances, 
constant references and ripped-off content 
(there’s even a version of Bub named 
“Box”) reek of fanboy; but quick pacing, 
strong direction (there’s even a helicopter 


shot!), competent editing, and action ’o plen- 
ty redeem it. What makes it essential viewing 
for genre fans with a taste for grue, though, 
is the abundance of over-the-top gore gags, 
including geyser beheadings, graphically 
ripped-out guts and a syrupy zombie melt- 
down. Goofy but wildly entertaining. The 
Dead Next Door is the kind of lovable low- 
budget riff homespun horror auteurs should 
look to for inspiration and glorious gross- 
outs. 

Dave Alexander 

DR»3CULi?9 GETS & T*1N 



Starring George Hamilton, Susan Saint James 

and Richard Benjamin 

Directed by Stan Dragoti 

Written by Robert Kaufman 

MGM 

Let’s face it: vampires are cheesy. But they 
don’t have to be stinky cheese (apologies to 
The Ministers). The beloved comedy classic 
Love At First Bite is oft-described as a spoof 
of Dracula , but the 1979 film is much 


smarter than that. It satirized not only the 
vampire icon established by Bram and Bela, 
but crucified ’70s culture at its apex of silli- 
ness. The tone is set by George Hamilton’s 
first line: “Children of the night... shut up!” 
As Count Vladimir Dracula, the suave, gold- 
en-tanned Hamilton is outstanding, deliver- 
ing quip-filled lines with perfect timing. 

The plot: Prince of Darkness flees Roma- 
nia for New York City, on a quest to seduce 
the woman of his dreams, supermodel Cindy 
Sondheim (Saint James). From the moment 
his coffin gets mixed up with a dead black 
man’s by the airline (the Count’s awakening 
at a Harlem funeral is laugh-out-loud slap- 
shtick), it’s one clever gag after another. 

The chemistry between Hamilton and 
James (whose Cindy is a pill-popping disco- 
dancing chick, as was the style of time) is 
genuine, but it’s the Count’s encounters with 
Cindy’s ex, a Van Helsing descendent/psy- 
chiatrist that are priceless. In the “duelling 
trance” dinner scene, both men try to hypno- 
tize each other. (“You’re getting sleeeepy.” 
“No, you are!”) 

I know most hor- 
ror hounds like to get 
their guffaws from 
over-the-top gore and 
so-bad-it’s-good B- 
movies, but Love At 
First Bite is a sophis- 
ticated comedy that is 
worth watching even 
25 years on. It could 
just as easily have 
been shot in this decade as a mock-’70s film. 
So why didn’t it get a better DVD release? 
The single disc (double-sided for full and 
widescreen) offers no special features 
beyond a trailer. Not even commentary. (The 
“lost” subway scene sometimes aired on 
cable is not included either.) Like the VHS 
version, it also replaces the original music 
from the pivotal dance scene (I Love The 
Nightlife) with some other disco track - 
which for some fans is reason enough to boy- 
cott this stingy release. Might as well just 
tape it off late-night TV. 

Liisa Ladouceur 
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This October THE FLY, David Cronenberg’s visceral take on bodily 
transfiguration, and its wing-plucked sibling, each get the 
two-disc Collector’s Edition treatment from Fox Home Video. 


by MICHAEL LEO 


M utated bugs come and go in the canon of creature features, 
but few have stuck around like The Fly. This cautionary tale of 
a scientist who becomes spliced with a housefly began as a 1957 
short story by George Langelaan, but its true home appears to be on 
film. The 1958 movie adaptation by Kurt Neumann has gained a fond 
notoriety over the years among camp enthusiasts who love to mimic 
its climactic cry of “Help me... help meeee...!” 


Next came two sequels, Edward L. Bernds’ 1959 Return of the Fly and 
Don Sharp’s 1965 Curse of the Fly. And there’s even a new version 
that’s been announced, to be directed by newcomer Todd Lincoln and 
scheduled for release sometime next year. But the story reached its 
most evolved and engaging state in David Cronenberg’s 1986 inter- 
pretation. That version and its 1989 sequel The Fly II have returned 
to DVD, each in a collector’s edition with a wide range of extras. 


The Fly Collector's Edition (1986) 

Produced for Fox by Mel Brooks’ Brooksfilms 
and shot in Canada, Cronenberg's The Fly 
rethinks Langelaan’s depiction of physical meta- 
morphosis, taking the material in several new 
directions. The original storyline had a scientist 
emerging from a disastrous experiment in mat- 
ter teleportation with a fly’s head and arm. Cro- 
nenberg and writer Charles Edward Pogue have 
their hero, Seth Bundle (Jeff Goldblum), acciden- 
tally mix his own molecules with the insect’s, 
resulting in a gradual mutation where he 
becomes hairy and slimy, loses body parts, and 
literally climbs the walls. 

His reporter girlfriend Veronica (Geena Davis) 
can only look on in shock as he hoards his dis- 
embodied fingers and ears in the bathroom cab- 
inet, and wisecracks sardonically about his dis- 


integration. With the transformation 
coming this time from within, Bundle’s 
harrowing journey moves from a sci- 
ence-gone-mad scenario to a black 
comedy about identity to a metaphor 
for various kinds of physical decline - 
the aging process, cancer, or AIDS. 

This was Cronenberg’s most popular 
film with both audiences and critics, 
despite its uncomfortable, visceral 
moments of gore. What lends it special 
distinction is the raw, quirky kinship 
depicted between Bundle and Veroni- 
ca, which anchors the elements of hor- 
ror and science fiction. Even when 
Bundle is more fly than human, their affinity for 
each other never entirely dissipates. 

As it moves toward its bitter end, The Fly 
becomes, in essence, an intimate character 


study of affection and 
mortality. Effects wiz- 
ards Chris Walas and 
Stephan Dupuis won 
an Oscar for Best 
Makeup, Howard Shore 
delivers an effective 
score, and Cronenberg 
even shows up, briefly, 
as a gynecologist. 

The fully-loaded CE 
disc includes commen- 
tary by Cronenberg, 
two featurettes (Fear 
of the Flesh: The Mak- 
ing of The Fly and The Fly Papers: The Buzz on 
Hollywood's Scariest Insect ), deleted scenes, 
easter eggs and much more. 



The Fly ii Collector's Edition (1989) 


A sequel was obligatory, of course, and along 
came The Fly II, with Eric Stoltz acting away 
through layers of prosthetics (having mastered 
the process five years earlier in Mask ). Cast as 
Goldblum's offspring, he can't stay away from 
that teleporter any more than dear, deformed Dad 
could. What follows is, more or less, a remake of 
Return of the Fly, with the sins of the father erupt- 
ing all over the placerthe obligatory rampage in 


which a convoy of cartoonist! villains get their just 
desserts, and an epilogue that echoes the con- 
clusion of Tod Browning’s legendary Freaks. 

FX wiz Chris Walas ( Humanoids from the Deep) 
directed this one, and he gives it a few jumpy 
moments of slapstick slaughter, including a 
head-squashing episode with a descending ele- 
vator and a confrontation that ends with a face 
melting. Though horror vets Mick Garris (Masters 
of Horror), Frank Darabont (Nightmare on Elm St. 
3, The Blob, The Shawshank Redemption) and 
brothers Jim and Ken Wheat (Nightmare on Elm 



St. 4, Pitch Black) con- 
tributed to the writing, The 
Fly II is a formulaic affair, 
with no real emotional or 
thematic connection to its 
predecessor. 

Teh discs are just as 
stacked with commentaries 
and featurettes as The Fly, 
but are only recommended 
if you have a soft spot for the flattened sequel. 


THE FLY II 
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"Do yourself a favor; don’t just 
watch Feeding the Masses, LISTEN!" 

; r- Horrorwatch 

■ 3 If 

"We hold Feeding the Masses on a higher 
level than any of the three "of the Dead" 
films by George A. Romero." 
- Screaming Stoner Video 


FEEDING THE MASSES 


produced by TED MARR screenplay by TRENT HAAGA 
directed by RICHARD GRIFFIN 

The dead are returning to life via the Lazarus Virus, and the U.S. 
government is controlling the media by not allowing any walking 
dead footage on the air, thereby protecting the populace from itself, 
and averting a widespread state of panic. It is up to a TV anchor- * 
woman, her trusty cameraman, and a demented military guard to 
defy the government blackout and tell unsuspecting citizens about 
the encroaching zombie epidemic. i_ 



A pair of flicks - one new, one old - just released by Anchor 

Bay, get the royal DVD treatment, but do they really deserve the royal flush? 

REQUIEM 

it death 


by CHRIS ALEXANDER 

ario Argento is the cause of much head-hanging and curled-lip 
I J debates these days. The man who defined the slick Italian thriller and redefined the 
European horror film, the all-time champ of style over substance, has, in the last decade or 
so, been responsible for an onslaught of increasingly mediocre movies. Anchor Bay provides 
an official domestic DVD release of the fading maestro’s most recent letdown, but don’t 
despair, as they also revisit a film that was once perceived as a failure, but, while no classic, 
is actually not a bad little movie at all. 


score and humdrum Minneapolis 
locales (yes, Minneapolis: this is a 
US co-production), have buried Trau- 
ma deep into the fanboy’s bad 
books. 

But if you keep your expectations 
low, there’s much to savour. Dario’s 
lovely daughter Asia is great as the 
anorexic, traumatized Aura, a trou- 
bled teen who witnesses the murder 
and decapitation of her psychic 
mother (an over-the-top Laurie); the A ,,fw 
premise is insane (black-gloved 
killer goes on inexplicable rampage while sexy 
girl pukes up her grilled cheese); and the refer- 
ences to - and variations of - themes explored 


in Deep Red are a plus for 
aficionados. In addition, Brad 
“Chucky” Dourif turns up 
midway, the mystery is 
engrossing, and the climax is 
suitably tense and grandiose. 

So if you can look beyond 
those deplorable effects, you 
might be surprised at how 
much fun Trauma actually is. 
It’s no Tenebre, but the flick 
has aged well and is unde- 
serving of such scorn. The 
new release includes a pristine print, fresh 
Argento interview, trailers, docs and other fun 
stuff. 



DIMENSION Of FEAR 


TRAUMA (1993) 

Starring Christopher Rydell, Asia Argento 
and Piper Laurie 

Written by Dario Argento, Franco Ferrini 
and Gianni Romoli 

Much shat upon, and widely considered to be 
Argento’s point-of-no-return swan dive into 
mediocrity, the unfairly maligned Trauma is 
actually a decent, entertaining and semi-coher- 
ent flick almost undone by Tom Savini's 
deplorable gore effects. His work here - primar- 
ily actors’ heads sticking out of fake floorboards 
and some laughable blue screen stuff - is so 
cheap and awful it’d make Ed Wood wince. That 
combined with an ill-advised Pino Donnagio 


THE CARD PLAYER (2004) 

- Starring Stefania Rocca, Liam Cunningham 
and Claudio Santamaria 
Written Dario Argento, 

Jay Benedict and Franco Ferrini 

While watching Argento’s most 
recent thriller, I couldn’t help but 
wonder if I was missing something. 

Is there a seedy poker underground 
in Italy? According to this silly film, 
the answer is fuck yeah! Devoid of 
virtually anything remotely resem- 
bling the work of Argento, The Card 
Player (II Cartaio) is a mundane 
thriller sporting a maniac who baits 
the cops by using online poker. If 
they win, he sets his shrieking vic- 


tim free, if he wins, much cutting and killing 
ensues. 

The fuzz, led by pretty but flat Rocca, comb 
the shady back alleys of the gambling machine 
world (again, does said 
world even exist?) to find a 
young hustler who might be 
able to cheat the madman 
at his own game. Thus, 
much of The Card PlayeTs 
running time, consists of 
watching a bunch of actors 
huddled around a screen 
playing cyber cards while 
Claudio Simonetti’s blippy 
electronic score squirts in 
the background. 
Handsomely shot but ulti- 


mately pointless and ridiculous, The Card Play- 
er is, after the redundant, utterly brainless (but 
at least gory) Sleepless and the goofy Phantom 
of the Opera, yet another massive disappoint- 
ment and quantum leap away from Suspiria or 
any of the maestro's greatest works. The film 
The Card Player most resembles is The Cat o' 
Nine Tails, but it’s not nearly as fun. The gore is 
non-existent, save for a gruesome Sergio Sti- 
valetti created forensics scene, and if this were 
made by anyone else besides Argento, it might 
even be considered unreleasable. I’ve seen bad 
episodes of CSI that were scarier. Dario, I love 
you but you got some ’splainin’ to do! The DVD 
includes a decent interview with Claudio Simon- 
etti, trailers, a making-of doc and other stuff 
that tries to apologize for how weak this flick 
actually is. % 
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With almost no input from original creator Leslie Stevens, a sexed-up. imagination-starved remake of THE OHTEH LIMITS 

RAN FOR SEVEN YEARS ON CARLE. As THE MGM BOX SET CONFIRMS. THE DEVOLUTION SHOULD NOT HAVE BEEN TELEVISED. 



IS 


by Joseph O’Brien 


A h, who can forget the new Outer Limit s? 
(“New” in this case being relative, since the 
show folded in 2002.) Apparently, the 
answer is “lots of people.” Obviously sensing the 
alarming trend of mass cultural amnesia regard- 
ing lacklustre television, MGM has released a 
six-disc set of 36 episodes culled from across its 
seven-year run. Yes, that’s right, this show ran for 
seven years. You’d think in that time they’d have 
managed at least one episode that you could 
recall with any clarity. 

The titles of the theme-based collections read 
like A Time-Life video archive of bad genre 
cliches: Aliens Among Us, Death & Beyond, Fan- 
tastic Androids & Robots, Mutation & Transfor- 
mation, Sex & Science Fiction and Time Travel & 
Infinity. It’s fitting that an anthology show be 
assembled this way, but the titles also expose 
just how beholden the new Outer Limits was to 
the tropes of science fiction. 

Even 40 years later it’s hard to imagine 
episodes of the classic Outer Limits like Demon 
With A Glass Hand, O.B.l.T. or The Guests being 
so neatly categorized. Though it had its fair share 
of howlers, the original series 
was always alive with 
style and energy, 
due in no small part 
to the alchemical 
mix of creator 
Leslie Stevens’ 

W 


optimistic humanism and the gothic menace of 
legendary screenwriter Joe Stefano (Psycho). 

But Stevens and Stefano were distanced from 
the new production, physically and creatively; 
both were relegated to toothless “consultant” 
credits for the redux. The opening narration 
promises “awe and mystery”, but struggles to 
deliver anything beyond “in colour and in focus”. 
As for claims that they can “shape your vision to 
whatever our imagination can conceive”, well, all 
my vision got shaped into was 43 minutes of 
life support for the careers of C. 

Thomas Howell, Ralph Macchio 
and Daniel Baldwin. Even the 
best shows on these discs 
only aspire to average, and 
occasionally achieve it. 

Casts of down-and-outers 
meet up-and-comers and 
nobody exerts themselves 
beyond the requirements 
of the paycheck. 

The new series is almost 
painfully anonymous, devoid 
of style or identity, a fact never 
clearer than during remakes of clas- 
sic episodes like I, Robot (found on Fan- 
tastic Androids & Robotd) and The Inheritors 
(Mutation & Transformation). I, Robot is a virtual 
shot-for-shot recreation of the original (down to 
the daft-looking man-in-a-suit robot), with an 
admirably crusty turn from Leonard Nimoy (who 
appeared in the original episode in a 
smaller role). But with a premise that 
was shaky in the ’60s (a robot on 
trial for the murder of its creator) 
and nothing new to add to the 
mix, the whole thing falls flat. 
The remake of The Inheritors 
takes a high-water mark of 
the classic show’s sec- 
ond season (starring 


Robert Duvall, no less) out behind the shed and ' 
shoots it dead. Nothing that begins with tentacles . 
from meteorite fragments lodged in the head of 
the reanimated should be this boring, but some- 
how the new Outer Limits pulls it off. 

Originally produced for the Showtime cable 
network, the show was able to push the enve- c . 
lope in terms of those wonder twins of the low- 
est common denominator, sex and violence. But 
despite some admirably gooey aliens (often . 
courtesy of Steve Johnson’s XFX), 
episodes like The Joining have lit- 
tle to offer even casual hor- 
ror/sci-fi fans. There’s 
nothing here that hasn’t 
been done better (or 
memorably worse) in 
a dozen other 
venues. The Sex & 
Science Fiction disc 
conveniently packs . 
all the show’s tits into 
one complete package, 
with skin on offer from ‘ 
usual suspects like Alyssa , 
Milano (Caught In The Act) and 
Natasha Henstridge (Bits Of Love), 
but again, it’s nothing you haven’t seen before. 
Even The Human Operators transforms a Harlan 
Ellison/A.E. van Vogt short story into Red Shoe 
Diaries by way of 2001, with the voice of Mal- 
colm McDowell as the pseudo-HAL9000 com- 
manding humans Jack Noseworthy and Polly 
Shannon to procreate and ensure it a continuing 
supply of maintenance workers, but it all feels 
like more of an excuse to get Shannon to take 
her shirt off. 

Never good enough to be notable, never bad 
enough to be kitsch, the new Outer Limits just 
sort of sits there, killing time, waiting to end. 
You’ll be glad when it does. & 
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to View the Entire 
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Finished Product! 

Now Accepting 
PayPal, Checks, 
Money Orders, 
Visa & Mastercard! 


Created by artist IE ALLEN, these eerie IANGING PORTRAITS are simply SPOOK-tacular! These 
unique artworks are perfect for your Haunted House maze or your own personal Gothic Gallery! No batteries, 
electricity, or special lighting required! Simply frame them, hang them and you're all set to scare your guests! 
(Mention you saw this ad in Rue Morgue Magazine and you will receive $5.00 off your purchase!) 

DO YOU WANT TO BE A MONSTER? 

"Haunted Memories" can make YOU turn scary, as well! For info on CUSTOM PORTRAITS please call 562-810-5317 
after you read about them on the website. You can send me an e-mail from there, as well. Thanks! - Eddie Allen 
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Classic literary works have long been the 
foundation of horror cinema, but while 
audiences have seen countless adaptations 
of Frankenstein and Dracula mounted 
, since the silent era, Henry James’ equally 
influential spectral thriller. The Turn of the 
; Screw (1897), didn’t glide onto screens 
until 1961. This authoritative adaptation by 
British director Jack Clayton, released as 
The Innocents , is an astonishing entry in the 
1 Victorian-period ghost story canon. 

Do ghosts really haunt the Bly estate, or 
is it all just the product of an overactive 
imagination? That’s what inexperienced 
governess Miss Giddens (Kerr) wants to 
know after she’s hired to care for orphaned 
siblings Miles (Stephens) and Flora 
(Franklin). Arriving at the family’s pala- 
tial country estate, Gid- 
dens is immediately 
taken aback by shadowy 
figures that continually 
appear around the manor, 
although the children reti- 
cently deny ever seeing 
them. 

After housekeeper Mrs. 

Grose (Megs Jenkins) 
reveals that the previous 
governess. Miss Jessel 
(Clytie Jessop), drowned 
, herself after her lover, 

Peter Quint (Peter Wyn- 
I garde), was killed in an 
I accident on the grounds, 
i Giddens becomes convinced that the 
amorous pair’s spirits have returned to take 
over the souls of the children in a bid for a 
final, beyond-the-grave tryst. 

Originally advertised as “a new, adult 
motion picture experience”. The Innocents 
brilliantly exploits the underlying ambigui- 
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ties of James’ original story 
with extremely disturbing 
results. Although there is 
some uncertainty as to Gid- 
den’s sanity (as narrator) in 
the original novel, only after 
James’ death did critics real- 
ly begin to wonder if the 
“ghosts” were in fact mental 
manifestations of the charac- 
ter’s repressed sexual desire. 

Anticipating films like 
Blue Velvet and Videodrome, 
screenwriters William 
Archibald (/ Confess) and 
Truman Capote (In Cold 
Blood) emphasized this lat- 
ter-day Freudian interpreta- 
tion to rip apart the fabric of 
polite society and reveal a 
festering network of dark, 
psychosexual cravings. At 
first, the children simply dis- 
regard any questions about 
their former governess, but 
after learning of the torrid, 
violent affair, Giddens becomes both 
repulsed and lustfully infatuated with Quint 
- and in turn, his “host” Miles. Throughout 
the film, Clayton plumbs the suppressed 
evil beneath the surface with 
grotesque imagery of a dead 
pigeon and swarming 
insects, as well as a shock- 
ing, hallucinatory dream 
sequence in which the chil- 
dren’s whispering becomes 
the imagined secret curren- 
cy of an illicit sexual rela- 
tionship. 

Even if the ghosts are lit- 
tle more than a projection 
of Giddens’ caged libido. 
The Innocents still works 
as a classic haunted house 
story. Spooky sequences 
filled with creaky steps, 
barely whispered voices, and 
eerie apparitions materializing through win- 
dows are captured in moody black and 
white CinemaScope by cinematographer 
Freddie Francis, who went on to work with 
David Lynch after directing a handful of 
horror flicks at Amicus and Hammer 
throughout the 1970s. 




The Innocents: One of the most effective 
highbrow horror films of the 1960s. 

Much of The Innocents' ability to work as 
a spook house thriller depends on the view- 
er being empathetic with Giddens’ almost 
hysterical fear, and seasoned British stage 
actress Kerr is entirely captivating as she 
walks a fine line between madness and 
rationality. As the two not-so-innocent chil- 
dren, both Stephens and Franklin are also 
unexpectedly good, especially Stephens, 
who had starred a year earlier in Village of 
the Damned. 

An exceptionally daring twist on the sex 
and death underpinnings popularized by Val 
Lewton’s 1940s chillers. The Innocents is 
easily one of the most effective highbrow 
horror films of the 1960s, with an ingenious 
script that works as both a chilling ghost 
story and a disturbing tale of sexual devian- 
cy. Fox’s long overdue DVD release of the 
film doesn’t include any extra features 
beyond a trailer, but fans of atmospheric lit- 
erary horror cinema like The Picture of 
Dorian Gray or The Haunting will definite- 
ly want to hunt down this seminal shocker. 

Paul Corupe 





Haunted Mansion #1 begins a bi-monthly 
anthology comic book exploration of everyone’s favorite 
Haunted Mansion. Featuring stories inspird by the classic 
Disney attraction. Cover by Roman Dirge, 

Stories by Dirge, Jon “Bean” Hastings, 

Darren Frydendall, Serena Valentino and many more. 

$2.95 • Shipping in October 2005 
Ask your favorite comic book store to save you a copy! 
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"What is it about RAZOR - TOOTH CO post- moat cm mammary- munching 
MAMAS WAT RiAUT S£TS OUR STAKES AT HIGH HOOH?" 


H etero male and switch-hitting honey 
horror fans have loved lesbian vam- 
pires since Sheridan Le Fanu first 
dared to dream. But what is it about 
those razor-toothed post-mortem 
mammary-munching mamas that really sets our 
stakes at high noon? To find out, let’s take a 
gooey glance at the horny history of our sala- 
cious swinging sucker-sisters in horror cinema. 
One of the earliest overt tips of the Hollywood hat 
to homo vampires was Lambert Hillyer’s 1936 
mood piece Dracula’s Daughter ; a dreamy, sug- 
gestively sexy, immediate sequel to Tod Brown- 
ing’s stodgy 1931 Lugosi-driven Dracula (which 
had hot chick vamps but damn it, they were 
straight). Gloria Holden stars as a tortured ghoul 
girl who only puts the bite on wise talkin’ female 
victims. Sadly, as those were more homophobic 
times, she ends up falling in love with a guy. 
Pfhht. This experiment in experimentation failed 
to spark the cannibal cheesecake revolution and 
the saucy sub-genre was stillborn. 

It wasn’t until 1960, when the Eurohorror 
boom was in full shwing, that the lesbian vam- 
pire movie was truly brought to lurid life with 
French perv Roger Vadim, who blew the dust off 


Le Fanu’s Carmilla with his pretentious but fleshy 
Blood and Roses. Still, the censors hadn’t quite 
loosened their belts enough to let the ladies real- 
ly bare their bods (though French auteur Jean 
Rollin was beginning to push the envelope with 
stuff like Rape of the Vampire). Horny horror fans 
had to wait a decade to get their full-on freak on. 

Hammer Films had been exploiting thatfanged 
feminine mystique since their first full-colour 
cleavage dives in 1958’s Horror of Dracula. As 
the ’60s progressed, their output became 
increasingly saucy, and in 1970, when no one 
was looking, the studio - under the elegant eye 
of director Roy Ward Baker - took another stab at 
Sheridan with their adaptation of Carmilla, called 
The Vampire Lovers. Starring the mouth-water- 
ing Ingrid Pitt as Carmilla Karnstein, it’s loaded 
with T&A and girl-on-girl action; the sumptuous 
gothic trappings, softcore sex and spurting veins 
were box-office gold. 

Released shortly after was Harry Kilmers 
breathtaking Belgian dark fantasy Daughters of 
Darkness, starring the inimitable Delphine Seyrig 
as a highly fictionalized version of real-life blood- 
bathing psycho Elizabeth Bathory. Decadent, hip, 
hyper-stylized and erotic to the point of combus- 


by Chris Alexander 


tion, Kiimel was the art house answer to the 
newly mounted lesbian vamp movement. Ham- 
mer answered that with their own Bathory riff, 
Countess Dracula, again starring Pitt, but the PG 
rating ensured shenanigans were kept to a bare 
minimum. 

Leave it to Spanish sleaze maestro Jess Fran- 
co, then, to distill the genre to its base elements 
with 1971 ’s Vampyros Lesbos, starring the late 
Soledad Miranda (credited as Susann Korda) as 
an insatiable sunbathing boob-biting bee-yotch. 
Yummy stuff indeed. Franco would push the lim- 
its even further two years later with the virtually 
hardcore Female Vampire, though, sex aside, it’s 
a bit of a snooze. 

In the US, Roger Corman disciple Stephanie 
Rothman would try her hand at the closet-burst- 
ing sub-genre with the Carmilla-e sque 1971 
shocker The Velvet Vampire-, Spain’s Vincente 
Arranda perfected the plot in 1972 with his arch 
and surreal sickie The Blood Spattered Bride, 
and in 1974 Joseph Larraz unleashed the feral 
masterpiece Vampyres. the lurid, ultra-graphic 
tale of two bed-sharing English she-parasites 
who pick up unlucky hitchhikers, fuck ’em,-suck_ __ 
’em and bathe in their blood. Brilliant and bulge- 
inducing. 

The lesbo vamp love affair would continue 
throughout the ’70s, with too many increasingly 
explicit (and increasingly cheap) variations being 
released until eventually the mainstream porn 
industry claimed it as their own. Tony Scott 
attempted to revive the genre as a perfume com- 
mercial with 1 983’s highbrow The Hunger, and 
Michael Almereyda’s interesting 1994 David 
Lynch-produced experiment Nadja was neat, but 
it wasn’t meant to be. Misty Mundae and her no- 
budget direct-to-video ilk still spit ’em out like 
crazy, but let's face it... those days of sexy, 
exploitive, erotic and unsettling vampiric groin 
sizzlers are sadly kaput. 

Chris “I Wish I was a lesbian” Alexander, 
moistly out. & 
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FRANKENSTEIN NOW AND FOREVER 
by Alex Baladi Typocrat 
70MBIE KING #0 
by Frank Cho Image 

CURSE OF THE BLOOD CLAN #1 (OF 3) 
by Mark Kidwell Dead Dog 
THE HUNGER #2 

by Jose Torres and Chris DiBari Speakeasy 
REVELATIONS #1 (OF 6) 
by Paul Jenkins and Humberto Ramos 

Dark Horse 


A certain fast-food conglomerate 
would have us believe that “there’s a 
little ‘M’ in everyone” - and it seems 
that they may be right, but for the 
wrong reason. Swiss comic artist Alex Bala- 
di would have us know that ‘M’ stands for 
nothing short of “Monster”. His surreal, 
black and white graphic novel Frankenstein 
Now and Forever is an accomplished, dis- 
arming and all-too-persuasive argument that 
something dark and lonely lives deep within 
each of us, very likely beyond salvation. 

By no means is FNF a derivative sequel to 
Mary Shelley’s masterpiece about the mod- 
em Prometheus. In fact, it’s not a sequel of 
any kind, though Frankenstein’s monster is 
one of the three main characters (that said, 
he appears only in dream sequences). 

Instead, Baladi takes 
core concepts from 
Shelley’s study of 
man’s inhumanity to 
man and uses them 
as building blocks 
to tell his own tale 
of contemporary 
social isolation. 

Set in modern- 
day Ingolstadt - 
indeed, the pur- 
ported birthplace 
of Victor Franken- 
stein - Baladi’s story follows an afternoon, 
night and morning in the life of two female 
roommates, one of which is portentously 
unnamed, the other called Eva. Aimlessly 
walking the city’s empty streets one after- 
noon, the girls chance upon a cardboard box 
at the foot of an apartment building - the 
detritus of a move, nothing more. 

Or is it? The box contains two books, one 
a dog-eared copy of Frankenstein , with 
handwritten notes - possibly diary entries - 
throughout the margins. As Eva peruses its 
pages, her roommate becomes frozen in 
puzzled shock merely from recognizing the 
second book’s title. 

So begin the twin storylines of self-inves- 
tigation and, ultimately, darkly existential 
self-discovery. One is an inner journey that 


FRaJiKtnsteiN 

1 1 l*'* injfctVtR 


V 



Frankenstein Now and Forever: A Swiss tale of contemporary isolation. 


occurs mostly in dreamtime (Eva’s), the 
other a waking nightmare that finds reality 
decaying at every turn (the roommate’s). 

To the narrative, the book brims with con- 
voluted mind games and outright symbol- 
ism. To the visual, Eva’s empathy for the 
Frankenstein monster is physically mani- 
fested not only in her obvious ugliness but 
even in the clothes she wears, as by the end 
of the book, she walks the city streets alone 
in a ragdoll jacket that is a clear stand-in for 
the patchwork creature’s own. Without 
knowing it, she has symbolically stepped 
into his skin. (For his part, the mischievous 
artist portrays the city’s other residents at 
this point with Frankenstein monster heads 
themselves, hence the M in everyone.) 

In the end, FNF condemns the human con- 
dition as much as, if not more than. 


Frankenstein. The protagonists of both 
books are ultimately doomed to a life of 
wretched loneliness, but at least Shelley’s 
“Monster” was an unfortunate victim of 
mortals playing God. Baladi’s characters are 
victims of life itself, and it’s no surprise that, 
despite the fact that their twin storylines 
diverge early and have radically different 
resolutions, neither gets a happy ending. 

Originally published in French in 2001 
(under the title Frankenstein Encore et Tou- 
jours - literally, “Frankenstein Again and 
Forever”), Baladi’s book was deservingly 
named one of the two best European graph- 
ic novels of that year by The Comics Jour- 
nal, and UK-based Typocrat Press finally 
made it available for the English consumer 
this spring. For an engaging six-page 
excerpt, visit Typocrat.com. 
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human test subjects are uncontrol- 
lable, and will eat and fuck every- 
thing in sight?” asks a pharma- 
ceutical executive. Zombie King 
is for neither minors nor farmers, 
and it’s as offensively entertain- 
ing as Doug Paszkiewicz’s 
Arsenic Lullaby. What transpires 
in this comic is indefensible, 
and I’m sorry mom, but it made 
me laugh out loud. 


It S a ballsy title. Zombie King , and for 
better or worse, it looks like writer/artist 
Frank Cho has the crown jewels to back it 
up. Best known for the cheese- 
cake titillation of his Bloom 
County-with-babes book. Lib- 
erty Meadows, this quirky 
character artist now brings his 
depraved sense of humour to 
the world of the living dead. 

The good news is that Cho’s 
eye for corpses is as good as 
his eye for corsets. Intention- 
ally bare backgrounds keep 
the characters front and centre 
(zombie, human and bovine 
alike), making them more 
credible in the process. And 
speaking of cows, every 
rumour you heard is true: 

“You’re saying that these 


I scolded the imprint Dead 
Dog a year or so ago for pillaging George 
Romero’s Night of the Living Dead. 
Essentially, I felt they had dishonoured the 
character of Barbara, the film’s comely 
survivor. With Curse of the Blood Clan, 
the company has made good by telling its 
own original horror story with its own 
original characters, and for this I com- 
mend them. I just wish I could say that I 
enjoyed the actual comic more. The expo- 
sition-heavy narrative and dialogue make 
Chris Claremont’s writing seem economical 
by comparison, and having the father repeat 
his son’s name in every second word balloon 
is beyond irritating. That said, the Get 
Carter-with-werewolves plot does have 
potential; we’ll see what the next two issues 
bring. Art is relatively competent (think 
Image circa 1995), and if you’re into 
breastsploitation, 
you’ll get your money’s 
worth. 

The Hunger has 

teeth all right. It’s a 
zombie comic that actu- 
ally manages to human- 
ize its living dead pro- 
tagonist!!) Charlie Lee is 
an old-school zombie: 
enslaved by voodoo, he 
can think and speak but 
he cannot act unless com- 
manded by his master. 
Thing is, said master took 
a bullet to the brain in a 


heist gone awry, leaving 
Charlie rudderless and 
free. So, what is he 
going to do with his 
afterlife? I’m betting that 
a sensible. Midnight 
Nation-type soul-search- 
ing road story lies ahead. 
But redemption agenda 
or not, writer Jose Torres 
isn’t afraid to let his hero 
get his homicidal hands 
bloody (hey, he is a brain- 
eating zombie). Chris 
DiBari’s interiors are functional if a little 
unpolished, but it’s impossible to say 
enough good things about the spectacular 
guest artist covers (including Eric Powell 
and Tony Harris, both in top form); check 
out the first five of them online at 
speakeasycomics.com. 


Lord knows it ain’t easy telling a dark- 
secrets-of-the-Catholic-Church story with- 
out veering towards melodrama ( The Sev- 
enth Sign), mawkishness ( Bless the Child) or 
general insensibility (Stigma- 
ta). The first 
installment of the 
six-issue miniseries 
Revelations seems 
to have found the 
right balance by 
borrowing a page 
from The Pyx and 
telling the story of a 
murder in the Vati- 
can as a police pro- 
cedural with flash- 
backs. In other 
words, this is a mys- 
tery that will end up 
a horror. Who killed the Cardinal clearly 
won’t be as important as why, and if writer 
Paul Jenkins keeps us as busily entertained 
as he does in issue #1, this story will be a 
revelation indeed. Good, flippant, sacrile- 
gious fun. £ 
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images of the corpse: 
from the Renaissance to 
cyberspace 
Elizabeth Klaver, ed. 

Popular Press 

A great book with a misleading title. 
Images of the Corpse contains very few 
photographs, paintings, illustrations or dia- 
grams of corpses. What does lie within, 
however, are ten essays on the subject of 
cadavers in literature, art and culture that 
examine the changing relationship that 
artists, and thus the public, have with dead 
bodies. Published by the same academic 
press that brought us Spectral America , it 
requires a certain willingness on the part of 
the reader to wade through its more high- 
falutin passages (an interest in 
medicine/anatomy helps too). But delve in 
and you’ll be rewarded with the fascinat- 
ing, grim details of our continued exploita- 
tion of the corpse for entertainment. 

As editor Elizabeth Klaver points out in 
her introduction, depictions of the dead are 
increasingly prominent on contemporary 
TV, but CSP s forensic close-ups are simply 
the latest manifestation of our desire to 
gaze deeply within our (physical) selves. 
Blood And Circuses by Kate Cregan is one 
of the best chapters, covering the Anatomy 
Theatres of the 1500s, particularly the Bar- 


ber-Surgeons of London. Their public 
autopsies were both practical (training for 
medical students) and performance (the 
closest seats to the action were the most 
expensive, attracting various socialites), 
with lectures following the natural process 
of decay. The corpse thus became a “con- 
sumable object”, and the dissections fodder 
for illustrators of the day. It was also a way 
for the public to gawk at famous naked 
females, albeit of the criminal variety. How 
titillating. 

Women’s bodies are also the subject of 
Deborah Jermyn’s You Can’t Keep A Good 
Woman Down, which poses the question: 
can you be a feminist and enjoy watching 
women’s violated corpses in films? Study- 
ing the movies Reversal of Fortune, Copy- 
cat and Silence of the Lambs , she concludes 
that female cadavers in film sometimes 
have more of a voice than living characters. 

Much of the rest involves examining spe- 
cific texts or images, from Flaubert’s 
Madame Bovary (1856) to Gerhard 
Richter’s cadaver photography from the 
1990s. The claim to cover “cyberspace” is a 
bit inflated (Database/Body is too much 
data, not enough body), but Images of the 
Corpse certainly probes deeper than six feet 
under. 

Liisa Ladouceur 


Earth vs. The sci-fi 
filmmakers 
Tom Weaver 

McFarland & Co. 

There’s a reason why Rue Morgue manag- 
ing editors Jovanka Vuckovic and Dave 
Alexander get paid the big bucks. If it 
weren’t for them, my sentences would get all 
H.R Lovecraft on your ass, stretching out 
into the. infinite depths like horrible, shape- 
less monstrosities gamboling through oily 
waves illuminated by the shuddering moon- 
light, their sinister purposes hidden beneath 
the deceptively calm surface of an over- 
stretched metaphor. Shit like that. Or else 
they’d cut me off mid - 

McFarland could have benefited from our 
beloved editors’ expertise. Earth Vs. The 
Sci-Fi Filmmakers is a tedious and overlong 
collection of twenty interviews conducted by 
veteran genre writer Tom Weaver with some 
of the most obscure figures in the history of 
fantastic cinema. I mean, no offense to Gary 
Clarke, but does anyone really want to read 
seventeen pages of unexpurgated interview 
with the guy who replaced Michael Landon 
as the Teenage Werewolf in 1958’s How to 
Make a Monsterl 

That said. I’m sure there are any number 
of cult film fiends amongst you who posi- 
tively dine out on this sort of filmic 
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Mark Frauenfelder 

Chronicle Books 
As the second part of the 
title suggests, this is 
indeed “a guide to the 
most disgusting, hideous, 
inept, and dangerous 
people, places, and things 
on earth” - a perfect book 
for bathrooms and quoting aloud at parties. We 
loved this so much that we scooped some of the 
“worsts” for our very own Coroner’s Report. 

Monica S. Kuebler 




Earth Vs. the Sci-fi Filmmakers: A tedious and overlong collection of interviews. 


Paul J. Brown 
and Nigel J. Burrell 

Midnight Media 
The Giallo Scrapbook is the 
nicest looking pamphlet 
you’ll ever see; alas, it falls 
short of qualifying as an 
actual “book." Ardent fans of 
the giallo genre already 
know these films inside and 
out and a one-paragraph capsule review of a select 
few won’t convert haters. If The Giallo Scrapbook 
was free in a hotel lobby we’d recommend it, but at 
at its ten dollar price tag, the internet will dredge up 
more for less. 

Chris Alexander 


Michael McCarty 

Wildside Press 
Light, comical short stories 
that range from the history 
of zombie rockers Meat 
Wagon to the life and times 
of a white picket fence zom- 
bie family (and everything in 
between), Dark Duets may 
appear to be horrific only in terms of standards, but 
is actually quite a gross chuckle. Fun, slightly gory 
and incredibly inventive, think of Duets as hilarious 
/ toilet-time terror. 

Keith Carman 


ephemera. You, my freakish friend, are in 
for a terrible treat. We’ve got Robert Dix 
(one of the guys pinned down by the Id 
monster in Forbidden Planet), Donnie 
Dunagan (the little boy in Son of Franken- 
stein), Alex Gordon (producer on 1956’s 
no-budget monster mash The Day the World 
Ended) and seventeen more no-names and 
has-beens going on (and on) about every 
inconsequential detail of their third-rate 
careers. 

It doesn’t help that most of them are clos- 
er to senility than virility so the memories of 
their early cinematic shames have nearly 
been wiped clean. More than once. Weaver 
has to prompt them with details because 
they simply can’t (or don’t want to) remem- 
ber. I keep expecting his subjects to ask, 
“Who are you again?” (Or maybe they did 
and it was edited out. If so, it’s the only 
thing that was.) 

Still, these dwellers on moviemaking’s 
fringe do provide a few interesting details 
about the world of low-budget filmmaking 
back in the ’50s and ’60s - a world that co- 
existed and occasionally intersected with 
mainstream Hollywood. Too bad those 
insights aren’t nearly worth the hours of 
tedium that are your cost of admission to 
this tome. 

Sean Plummer 


The Brian Lumley 
companion 

Brian Lumley and Stanley Wiater, eds. 

Tor Books 

HIGH TIDE IN A SEA OF BLOOD! 
shouts the jacket copy of the Grafton edition 
of Necroscope V: Deadspawn. Another in the 
series, Necroscope II: Wamphyri! bellows: 
HE DOESN’T HAVE A BODY! Now, one 
might say that Brian Lumley has little to no 
say about his jacket copy, but it hardly mat- 
ters, because after you read a few of his 
books, you realize that this is, in fact, the way 
he writes. 

I’ve been a fan of Lumley’s ever since I 
was a teenager. It didn’t bother me at the 
time, but as I got older and started reading 
less excitable authors, I found the all-capital 
letters and narrative exclamation marks more 
comical than frightening. That said, this 
companion will remind readers of something 
they may have forgotten: the man can tell a 
tale. He's a storyteller, plain and simple; per- 
haps he just gets so wrapped up in it that he 
starts shouting out revelations. Sure, it might 
be more effective if he took the subtle 
approach, but then it wouldn’t be Lumley. 

The companion starts out with three 
exhaustive (and sometimes exhausting) 
essays on Lumley’s Mythos work by Robert 
M. Price, moves on to renowned horror edi- 










Critics have described EDWARD LEI as one of the ‘ grossest’’ writers out there, a label he's more than happy 
r to wear as he continues to push the bnundaries of sex, ViOlCIICC and depravity in modern genre lit. 


by Monica S. Kuebler 

dead and glass-eyed, her hip joints broken to spread her legs wider than 
nature allowed so that the first person to come up the stairs tomorrow 
would see what has been jammed up into her vaginal vault: a human 
arm. (Edward Lee, Flesh Gothic). 


Fpye knew where she was going. More atrocities greeted her during her 
tj0k. Once her bale foot stepped in a pile of still-warm innards. A few 
/steps later, something hard and wet printed against her sole: a testicle 
shucked from the scrotum. At the top step one of the movie girls. . . lay 


HE wouldn’t mind if someone burned it lence, but liberally douses many of his works she attempts to help her sister cope with the 

I on my back with a branding iron: with a unique vision of Hell. death, the grisly murders continue unabated, 

I Hardcore Horror Writer,” admits Lee envisions the underworld as an immense drawing ever closer to Patricia and those she 

Edward Lee. city built on a foundation of pulverized bones, a cares for most - eventually bringing her face to 

The Florida-based author, place where atrocity is the norm, and face with the man who savagely assaulted her 

who credits much of his . where demons, fallen angels and even almost two decades earlier, 

inspiration to write to the P ]P| Lucifer himself are bent on opening a “The Backwoods had been germinating for a 

70s pulp-porn novel LtkJ rift to gain access to our world. It’s a while — something I’ve been deliriously motivat- 

Satan's Love Child by Brian 10 IL goal that finds ordinary people manip- ed to write for a long time,” Lee admits of the 

McNaughton, works almost \ IL^JL *L> ulated through their darkest sexual book, which subjects readers to a post-bifurca- 

exclusively in the occult j T. , w desires (and often intercourse with tion rape amongst other brutalities. “It exists in 

canon. Lee continues to ^ ’ the demons themselves) to commit a comfortable landscape of dread, something 

publish his most gleefully , i ritual murder for the cause, and that’s always been near and dear to me... call it 

vile works with small press- ■ . * (L \ . which sets the stage for the almost a return to a special societal atmosphere. Red- 
es, where much of his core ' •> biblical good vs. evil struggle that is nec ks are what I am talking about. Hill folk. It’s 

readership eagerly awaits — inherent in Lee’s Hell-themed works, always been my ultimate fascination as well as 

them. However, through a j§|jr Yulf M if p “Isn’t everyone fascinated my ultimate terror: the backwoods.” 

series of slightly more acces- wvwiJ with the prospect of Hell?” Lee Devotees of Lee’s brand of 

sible mass-market paper- asks. “Since Dante, we’ve H HI I / mt/T/ll jET visceral horror need not 

backs released by Leisure been pondering the same worn-out and worry, City Infernal, The Mes- 

Books, he also toys with mainstream recogni- very cliched visions of the Underworld. I fjp j senger and Family Tradition 

tion. needed to tune that vision up. I love to V g P (co-written with John Pelan) 

“I suppose my mass-market novels are hard- explore new treatments of old things, /• s r> have all been optioned for film 
er-edged than other novelists in the field, but and such was the case with City Infernal i ,, and Lee readily confesses to 

they’d fall apart if they were much harder- and Infernal Angel. It is easy to imagine J— ^ having enough novel outlines 

edged,” he asserts. “Those same levels of boring old fire and brimstone, so I dared squirreled away to keep him 

extremity wouldn’t work in the mass-market, myself to imagine something quite writing for the next decade. The 

Not because the readership wants things more beyond that. Human civilization has first filmic adaptation of his 

tame, but because the concepts simply don’t evolved considerably over the last 5000 work, Header, in which Lee and 

call for it.” years so it makes sense that Hell would too.” fellow horror scribe Jack Ketchum share a brief 

The author, who was raised on a steady diet Lee’s newest novel, The Backwoods , due for cameo, is nearing completion, though at press 

of horror from the tender age of six, including release next month, is a marked departure from time no official release date had been 

films like Dracula, Psycho and The House on this theme, however. In it, a woman, Patricia, announced. 

Haunted Hill, and the literary works of Poe and returns to her childhood home after the suspi- For more info on Edward Lee, visit his website 

John Collier, not only heaps on the sex and vio- cious murder of her sister’s ex-con husband. As at edwardleeonline.com & 




Death sentences: Tales of punish- I 
ment and Revenue \ 

Matthew Warner 

Undaunted Press 

While he may still be a relative newcomer to the world of horror lit, 
author Matthew Warner stakes a claim in the genre with Death Sen- 
tences. Unlike most short fiction offerings, this brief but darkly com- 
pelling collection hits all the right note?; and hits them hard. Of the 
fivd death-themed tales, three 'are reprints and two are brand new, 
but don't let . this dissuade you because, chance? are, unless you’re, a ' 

. : horror literature completist, you proba- 

bly missed, them. 

"TVF'ATH The collection opens with a three- 

Ct'xr'TTT'NrrFS page foreword b Y respected genre 

author Gary A. Braunbeck before i 
i launching readers into the stories. Mid- ' 

5B jlfl die Passage and Angel’s Wings, the first 

flPjjM j and second tales respectively (and 1 

both P eriod P ieces )- nQt only set the 
tone but are the strongest of the five. 

. Middle Passage follows Poro, a slave 
• , impris6ned pn a' ship with, hundreds, of ) t 
f pthers, tnprudirrg his pubescent . 

^ v daughter, who will be: traded for goods 

. . . - assumingThey survive the horrifically 

cri^el conditions aa<^ ‘sadistic; fnanfipulative captain long' 
enough to spe their destination. . 

Angel’s Wingsi tells thr unfortunate tale of Alice Whartoh, a young 
woman who’s inherited the “curse” of knowing things s(ie ought not 
to; includihgthe fact that the toyvn priest, is slowly poisoning her'fam- 
ilyonebyone.The Slightly weaker but .still competent offerings The 
Cave, A S^donfj bhaeae bifid the starflihgTHe v forgivfe|Tyf)e (inspired 
by the recent Tri-State Crematorium. case in Moble ; , Georgia where 
hundreds of bodies •were buried around the premises instead of 
beifig cremated) round out the collection, each exploring a* variation 
on the ultimatfe theme pf “punishment and revenge.” 

, The stories, which rely more on terrifying situations than gratuitous 
gore, are accompanied by Author’s Notes. In them Warner discusses 
the roots ofithe yvorks, which are .often as tangled in world history as 
personal experiences '(for example,; both The Cave and. A Second 
Chance feature characters' struggling .with their parents’ divorce). 
Being a small press limited-run release,' you’ll probably have to order 
Death Sentences online (from undauntedpress.com); but it’s well 
worth the effort! , 

Monica S. Kuebler 


tor Stephen Jones detailing Lumley’s short stories, then right into 
Melissa Ann Singer (Lumley’s editor at Tor) discussing his Necro- 
scope material. All the pieces are quite insightful and interesting, but 
the best and most illuminating sections are the interviews with Lum- 
ley and artist Bob Eggleton conducted by Stanley Wiater. Converse- 
ly, the least attractive sections, unless you’re a seriously hardcore fan, 
are the 200+ pages of bibliographies and concordances - more than 
half the book, in fact. 

And while The Brian Lumley Companion is an engrossing and 
essential read, the most endearing thing about the essays here is that 
their writers seem to adopt Lumley’s style, sprinkling exclamation 
marks and italics with abandon when relating a particularly interest- 
ing fact or anecdote - sort of like when you hang out with someone 
from another country and within horns you’ve adopted their accent - 
making this an absolute must for Lumley fans. 

Brett Alexander Savory 

More giants of the genre 
Michael McCarty 

Wildside 

Kudos to Michael McCarty for being able 
to squeeze out a second installment of this 
entertainingly unfocused series of interviews 
with some admittedly huge names in literary 
horror (including the lord and master 
Richard Matheson) and some head-scratch- 
ingly questionable ones (Linnea freakin’ 

Quigley wrote a book? Say what?). 

But McCarty should have downplayed 
the fact that those assembled are just writ- 
ers, and instead focused on all the oddball 
genre players he so seemingly wishes to 
embrace. While candid, probing Q&As 
with hard copy titans like Whitley Streiber, Graham Masterson and 
Charles Grant are great, they also feel kind of warmed over. Horror 
lit fans have read the words and thoughts of these kingpin scribes 
many times before. Ironically, it’s the offbeat sit-downs with the lads 
and ladies that don’t quite belong that really make this tome cook. 
The aforementioned session with erstwhile author Quigley is a great, 

* light rap session between ardent fanboy and accommodating scream 
queen. Same goes for McCarty’s laid-back yakfest with Phantasm 
baldo Reggie Bannister, a funny, passionate guy who is just happy to 
be invited to the party. Long in the fang Dark Shadows hotties 
Katherine Leigh Scott and Lara Parker are equally enthusiastic and 
offer refreshingly candid anecdotes of life not so much in the lime- 

r light. 

The fact that with the Bannister and Parker/Scott interviews, 
McCarty makes no attempt to link them to literature, renders it all the 
more frustrating that he decided to ghettoize this as a collection of 
words with writers. Why not just add a few more multimedia genre 
idols and call it like it is? No matter. More Giants of the Genre is still 
a great read and a nifty love letter from a guy who truly digs what he 
j does. 

Chris Alexander 
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The Haunted Vacation To England fit ij|g| 
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FLORlPA -S LARGEST HORROR CON 

OCTOBER 2005 
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MARRIOTT 

HOTEL s CONVENTION CENTER 
11775 Heron Bay Bivd. 
Coral Springs, FL 33076 
954 - 753-5598 

minutes from Ft, Lauderdale 1 

WWW.SPOOKyEMPlRE.COM 




A TRAN SYLVAN LA 

HELLADAY 

from 

^F^IGHtCatALoGcom 

Enter to win a trip for two to 
Transylvania, the land of haunted 
horrors, for the ultimate 
Halloween experience.* 


Increase your chances of winning 
by entering up to once a day at 

www.FrigJitCatalog.com/helladay/ruemorgue/ 

...if you dare. 

^Transylvania trip reservations for 2 adults. Round trip 
airfare from New York, deluxe hotel accommodations, 
all breakfasts, some meals, all transfers, luxury coach 
ground transportation, professional tour guides, 
gifts, plus all events-attractions, admissions, parties 
and activities. Spend Halloween in Dracula’s castle! 
Dates for trip: October 27, 2006 - November 3, 2006. 

Fright Catalog | 100 Barber Avenue, Unit F I Worcester, MAO 1606 
1-888-437-4448 
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TERROR 

CHILLER THEATRE EXPO 

East Rutherford, New Jersey 




T here are few venues for genre fans to 
come together and foster their com- 
munity. Besides film festivals, one of 
the best places to meet and celebrate 
everything and anything to do with horror is a 
convention. I've lost count of how many times 
we’ve been asked to recommend a good show, 
but our answer (besides our own Festival of 
Fear in August, of course) is invariably: Chiller! 
Based in Rutherford, New Jersey at the Shera- 
ton Meadowlands (on Rt. 3 East), the Chiller 
Theatre Expo is just about the most fun you 
could ever have trapped in a hotel for a week- 
end with thousands of drooling horror fans. 
Though it takes place three times per year in 
January, April and October, the Halloween show 
(October 28-30, this year) is by far the largest, 
and brims with horror-filled bliss. 

Now entering its fifteenth year, the expo is the 
longest continually running horror/sci-fi con- 
vention in existence. Situated just fifteen min- 
utes away from New York City and an hour from 
Connecticut and Philadelphia, attendees flood 
the hotel for three days of shopping, screenings, 
signings and, of course, parties. For creator and 
organizer Kevin Clement, who used to sell 
movie posters through a mail-order busi- 
ness, Chiller is now a full-time job. 

“Back in 1990, my friends and 
I were going to conventions 
and we really didn’t care for 
the way they were run,” 

Clement explains. ‘^So we 
said, ‘Hey, we could prob- 
ably do this ourselves 
and make it really fun 
for fans, since we 
were fans ourselves,’ 
and that was how 
our first show came 
about.” 

Then known as 
Horrorthon ’90, 


baby Chiller took place in an old abandoned 
movie theatre, with only 50 tables and three 
guests - Jonathan Harris (Lost in Space), 
Zacherley The Cool Ghoul (pictured above) and 
Dyanne Thorne (lisa, She Wolf of the SS). The 
following year, Clement held Son of Horrorthon, 
with 65 dealers and six guests. The third year, 
under the name Horrorthon 3, it moved to the 
Fairleigh Dickinson University campus gymna- 
sium and swelled to 200 dealer tables and 
roughly a dozen guests. 

“After that I decided to just call it Chiller The- 
atre, which was my mail-order company name 
anyway, and it’s been going ever since,” says 
Clement. 

The expo now boasts several hundred dealer 
tables and over 100 celebrity guests. Granted, 
they’re not all genre guests, but the horror con- 
tingent is nevertheless the biggest draw of the 
show. 

Once you’ve braved the crowds and massive 
lineups (or, if you were smart, you bought a VIP 
weekend pass in advance), you’ll enter the 
Sheraton Meadowlands hotel on Friday night, a 
quiet place that welcomes Chiller back each 
year and allows itself to be 
transformed into a freak- 
show of leather, pvc and 
horror-shirted fiends - 
a meeting ground for 
genre fans and film- 
makers from all over 
North America. And 
man does the Shera- 
ton ever put up with 
a lot! Chiller ain’t 
no Star Trek 
c o n v e n - 
tion, kids, 
especially 
after hours, 
but we’ll get to 
that later. 




With your attendee wristband on and a copy 
of Chiller Theatre magazine in hand, you’re pre- 
pared to take in the show. Though you (thank- 
fully) won’t see a Klingon march or midgets 
dressed as Ewoks (although you might see War- 
wick Davis of Leprechaun) at this show, creative 
costumes abound. Frazetta’s Death Dealer can 
usually be seen wandering about looking for 
lost souls, along with the requisite Elvira look- 
alike (usually a dude, dudes!), Jason Voorhees, 
Frank the Rabbit from Donnie Darko, several 
“Living” Dead Dolls, Regan MacNeil from The 
Exorcist, and well, you get the idea, so bring a 
camera. 

Before you head upstairs to the dealers’ 
rooms, take another look around the lobby; 
you’re likely to catch makeup guru Tom Savini 
re-enacting a scene from one of his films, Ken 
Foree (Dawn of the Dead, The Devil's Rejects 
sipping a coffee, Tony Todd (Candyman) step- 
ping out of the restaurant on his way out to the 
guest’s tent, Joe Pilato (Rhodes in Day of the 
Dead) hopping off the elevator, or even David 
Carradine getting loaded at the bar bedecked in 
full Kill Bill regalia (no kidding, this was the 
scene two years ago). 

After you’ve shaken some impromptu celebri- 
ty hands, make your way up the escalator to 
blow your paycheque in the dealer’s room. As 
soon as you rise to the top, you’ll see the Rue 
Morgue table, right across from Andy Gore and 
his Gore-Gore Girls at the Satan’s Sideshow 
booth. One of the Chiller’s most popular ven- 
dors, Gore sells everything from The Beyond 
hoodies to Ed Gein pillows to Charles Manson 
snow globes. 

Once inside the dealer’s room, you’re 
besieged with collectibles: books, magazines, 
imported DVDs, hard-to-find toys, model kits, 
clothing, rare posters, obscure bootlegs - you 
name it, it’s all there. Tip: Ed Long and Damien 
Glonek of Living Dead Dolls fame are typically 
haunting their booth, so bring one of your fig- 
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^ Distal Travelled 

_ _ A Stova Sy 

Brett Alexander Savdry 


Welcome to Hell! Where pigs ore foiling 
from the sky... And o little girl from the 
Upside is missing... And it's up to one of 
Hell’s least likely denizens to find her... So 
with a walking skeleton of a man who 
may just be older than dirt, a giant Hell 
rat and a gorgeous woman with too many 
secrets, he ventures into the heart of Hell 
to find some answers... And maybe score 
another box of Boo-Berry cereal. 


ures to get signed. When you’ve purchased 
enough memorabilia to redecorate your house 
.twice over, the dealer’s room closes and it’s 
down to the lobby for the first party of the week- 
end. 

Pretty much the entire hotel is taken up by 
horror fans, and there are soirees to be found on 
every floor, but we’d recommend the lobby to 
start". You might find yourself rubbing shoulders 
with Doug Bradley (Pinhead), Sid Haig (Captain 
Spaulding), or Adrienne Barbeau (Creepshow, 
The Focj). But don’t overdo it too much on Friday, 
you’ve got a long day of autographs and artist 
booths to get through before the big costume 
contest and Halloween party on Saturday night. 

Saturday afternoon is by far Chiller’s busiest 
(averaging three to five thousand guests per 
day), so be patient, prepared to wait in lines and 
to pay through the nose for food; consider 
bringing a bag lunch and saving that dough for 
an extra autograph or Frankenstein figure. 

Most of. the celebrity guests are situated in a 
heated tent in the parking lot. Step inside and 
collect autographs from guests like David 
Naughton (An American Werewolf in London), 
the cast of Dawn and Day of the Dead, Tony 
Todd, Linda Blair, Daveigh Chase (Samara from 
The Rincj) and many more. Horror fans should 
not be surprised to see a variety of pop culture 
guests like Lenny and Squiggy from Laverne & 
Shirley, Lou Ferrigno (The Incredible Hulk), porn 
stars such as Ron Jeremy, and even former 
Olympic figure skater Tonya Harding(!?). 

“Horror is great but it’s a small niche and you 
can only have so many horror guests before you 
exhaust them,” explains Clement of the non- 
genre guests. “The same thing goes for science 
fiction, but it’s the attendees who make the 
show. It’s great that the guests are there but if 
nobody shows up there’s nothing going on.” 

The Saturday night Costume Bash (attended 
by hundreds) is a major highlight of the show. 
Clement’s band The Dead Elvi, among others, 
perform live and the attendees make up what is 
one of the best horror parties of the year. Going 
back and forth from the tent to the lobby, and to 
various rooms, you never know what you might 
see (including Joe Pilato barking something 
about the whereabouts of his legs, RM president 
Rod Gudino buying rounds, and Cabin Fever 


Above: a gooey costume contest winner; below: Rue Mortuary administrator Rev and his girl- 
friend Tamityville Horror pose with Tom Savini in the lobby. 


director Eli Roth losing miserably at wrestling 
members of the Rue Crew). 

After you peel yourself off the floor the next 
day, take an elevator ride down with Bill “Chop 
Top” Moseley (the elevator is always a surpris- 
ing mixed bag of horror alumni) and enjoy a 
leisurely Sunday buying prints from artists like 
Ken Kelly, Basil Gogos and Daniel Horne, then 
book your room for next year! 

Chiller Theatre ticket prices are $20 per day 


at the door or $15 per day if purchased in 
advance. Children age twelve and under get in 
free when accompanied by an adult. VIP tickets 
for the entire weekend are available for $45. 
Pre-show tickets and passes, which give you 
access to the show one hour earlier than the 
general public on Friday night or Saturday 
morning, can also be purchased in advance 
online at chillertheatre.com. See you at the Rue 
Morgue booth! * 


! Coming early 2006 Jpj 

- 300 Trade Paperbacks j 15 95 t *5 priority shipping 
- 100 Hardcovers s 45°” + 5 5 priority shipping = ■ 

- A Deluxe Eoition *175 + s 10 priority shipping 

^Quantity to be determined by pre-oroerS) v 

10298 • Orlando, FL 32854 0298 

ya OR ORDER ONLINE AT: WWW.NECROPUBLICATIONS.COM 
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DINNERS. REAdY* 


Drop your socks and grab your... DVDs - The Gore-met sweats over some sanguinary Sexploitation! 


OLGA S GIRLS (1964) 

Synapse Films 


In the early ’60s, producers of independent 
horror and sexploitation films simultaneously 
tested the limits of cinematic propriety, often 
intermingling the genres with sensational 
results. The greatest figure of this era is H.G. 
Lewis, who honed his directorial chops making 
cheesecake softcore porn shorts, known as 
“nudie cuties”, before swapping boobs for 
butcher’s leftovers in the pioneering series of 
gore films he made between 1963 and 1970. 
While Lewis was offending drive-in patrons in 
Florida, Joseph P. Mawra made a series of 
bondage and domination-themed "nudie 
roughies”, based on a statuesque dominatrix 
named Olga (Audrey Campbell), that would 
presage the women-in-prison and Italian nazis- 
ploitation genres. 

In essence, Olga's Girls is one nasty number. 
Olga runs a stable of white slave whores and 
peddles dope for a Communist organization 
called The Syndicate. If the girls get out of line, 
Olga dons her Nau- 
gahyde Cloak of Per- 
suasion and dispens- 
es discipline at the 
end of a whip down in 
her torture dungeon. 
Her Syndicate mas- 
ters discover one of 
the girls is a police 
informant, so Olga 
puts each of them 
into the stocks and 
beats them into fur- 
ther submission. Olga 
then cuts the poor girl’s tongue out, dismembers 
her and throws her remains into a furnace! 

Far from disturbing, though, Olga’s Girls plays 
out as delightfully distasteful camp. Like an edu- 
cational film gone terribly wrong, each vignette 
is packed with boobs and buns, and is an 
excuse for the actresses to roll around in the 
throes of faux drug-fuelled ecstasy. The whip- 
ping and torture scenes are especially clumsy 
and crude - a nail-studded clamp Olga applies 
to the breast of one her victims leaves her boob 
riddled with flecks of paint! If you hadn’t already 


guessed, Campbell's Olga is the inspiration for 
Dyanne Thorne’s lisa character. 

Synapse presents an astounding restora- 
tion of a film that was originally intended to 
satisfy a grotty theatre full of people pleasur- 
ing themselves in the dark. Extras include a 
commentary track with the star, the original 
trailer and liner notes. 


S.S. GIRLS (1977) 

Exploitation Digital 


The short-lived Italian “Nazi porno” cycle 
is the sleaziest sexploitation genre of them 
all. Inspired by The Night Porter (1974), 
lisa, She-Wolf of the S.S. (1975) and Salon 
Kitty (1 976), Italian filmmakers unleashed 
a flurry of nazisploitation titles in 1977. 
Riddled with Nazi imagery, sexual torture, 
implicit lesbianism and drunken debauch- 
ery, they’re a catalogue of depravity. 

Bruno Mattei, the director behind such 
dubious fare as Hell of the Living Dead (1 980) 
and Rats: Night of Terror (1984), made two 
entries in the sub-genre, Private House of the 
S.S. (a.k.a. S.S. Girls) and S.S. Experiment Love 
Camp. S.S. Girls is an amalgam of themes pre- 
sented in Salon Kitty and the superior Deported 
Women of the S.S. Special Section (1976). 

Near the end of the war, a Nazi brothel is 
secretly commissioned to entrap high-ranking 
generals in acts of treason against Der Fuhrer, 
with a subplot involving a low-ranking army 
officer in love with a woman conscripted to be 
a prostitute for the S.S. The brothel is run by a 
megalomaniacal S.S. officer, Hans (Gabrielle 
Carrara), with the requisite icy lesbian bitch 
duties split between Frau Inge (Marina Daunia) 
and Madame Eva (Macha Magall). The trio put 
the girls through their sexual paces, which 
includes sex with a variety of freakish men, but 
also trains them in martial arts and marksman- 
ship! 

Mattei emphasizes kinky sex and nudity over 
torture and gore, although the climax features a 
spate of hilariously inappropriate skull-ventilat- 
ing suicides, and some bloody hari-kari. The 
film would be far more disturbing if not for Car- 
rara’s deliriously over-the-top histrionics, but 
that’s a general downfall of the genre. 


Exploitation Digital is a new imprint from 
Media Blasters. Ignore the warning about print 
quality at the beginning; this disc is of the same 
standard as the best of the Media Blasters 
titles. Extras include the original theatrical trail- 
er and a short interview with Mattei. % 
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“The Nutley Brass 
does an outstanding 
job of interpreting the 
Misfits music in an 
unconventional style.” 

- www.rock-is-life.com 
“...you need this most 
amazing cover CD by the 
Nutley Brass.” 

- www.metal-exiles.com 


IN STORES NOW! 


Japan's premiere horror 
punks are back! 

CD contains 2 full length NEW 
albums Bonus DVD including 
videos, live footage, 5 Bonus 
audio only tracks AND a Short- 
Horror film by Balzac! 

IN STORES NOWSyV 


r J DOUBLE DISC 

Nick£25»r 


50,000 volts! 


“Shaun Of The Dead" 
star Nick Frost 
wants to show you 
how to protect your- 
self from Zombies 
(and Crocs, Snakes, 
Lightning and Thugs 
with Baseball Bats!) 


50,000 volts! 


The Hilariously 
informative 2 DVD 
set comes with 
a bonus Disc 
“50,000 Zombies" 


Includes all 
episodes of the 
acclaimed UK 
television show. 


‘"star of ‘SPACED’ s 
A ishaun oftheDEAO 


IN STORES NOW! 


VtAL Jewelry 

Human Bones 

Shop online at vampirewear.com 


FANG-tastic customer service & prices! 


SHTRPWO 
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mSS DEADLY SSSS DANGEROUS SSS DECENT.- SS-D.U-LL' THDRU 


DOA-DEAD ON'ARRtVAE' 


AUDIO DROME. 


REVIEWS BY KEITH CARMAN, TOMB DRAGOMIR, ROD GUDINO, 
AARON LUPTON AND SEAN PLUMMER 



THE DEVIL S REJECTS Soundtrack 
Various 

Hip-0 Records 

Gotta admit I never thought I’d be 
sitting down to review a horror film 
soundtrack in 2005 featuring the 
likes of The Allman Brothers Band, 
Three Dog Night, Lynyrd Skynyrd 
and Joe Walsh. Of course, it makes 
perfect sense taking into account 
that Rob Zombie’s The Devil’s 
Rejects was a period piece, and 
this here is period music. Zombie 
culls some lost sentiments of a lost 
era from his 70s jukebox, notably 
Terry Reid’s Seed Of Memory, a 
haunting little ditty that really 
creeps up on you in the context of 
the flick. But even with a backdrop 
of murder and mayhem, most of 
these tunes remain in the 70s, and 
there are no outtakes or voice bits 
from the movie to keep you in a 
dark frame of mind. A good sound- 
track overall, but on its own The 
Devil’s Rejects comes off like a 
typical day on retro rock radio. 

RG ® 



SEED OF CHUCKY Soundtrack 
Pino Donaggio 

La- La Land Records 
What do Carrie , Trauma, Two Evil 
Eyes, The Howling, Piranha and that 
Raising Cain flick starring John 
Lithgow all have in common? The 


orchestral sweeps and fluttering 
strings of Pino Donaggio - a man 
with one of the most extensive 
resumes composing for film and 
television. The 64-year-old recluse 
apparently doesn’t conduct inter- 
views anymore (which recently 
kiboshed a Rue Morgue article we 
were working on), but the man 
apparently still likes to work; not 
only does he have four TV projects 
on the go, he’s just announced 
he’ll be scoring a feature film, and 
he even found time to score Seed 
of Chucky last year, which is like 
calling in Michelangelo to paint a 
Starbucks. Naturally, his sound- 
track is a pretty dignified affair, 
with a cross-section of sweeping 
strings, grandiose themes and a 
diabolical playfulness that occa- 
sionally reminds us that this is, in 
fact, the soundtrack for the Chucky 
flick we all saw last year. You may 
have a tough time trying to marry 
image to sound with this one, but 
all things considered, that’s a com- 
pliment. RG M® 



Rest Home For Robots 

Rack-O-Records 

If you think Chop-Top from TCM 2 
had problems, try crawling inside 
the strange cranium of his thespian 
counterpart Bill Moseley and his 
prolific Cornbugs project, one that 
pits Moseley’s twisted rhymes 
against the bizarro guitars of Buck- 
ethead (now that he’s done with 
GnR). On Rest Home For Robots, 
Moseley’s doggerel deconstructs 
the psychopath, mental illness, 
frozen/buried children, and includes 
a touching ode to notorious skin- 


stealing murderer Ed Gein. A prop- 
er lesson in Weird 1 01 with artwork 
by Eric Pigors (toxictoons.com), 
Rest Home For Robots can only be 
described as the feeling you get 
dancing barefoot with a chicken 
and a severed head. TD 



ANDERS MANGA Darkwave 
One Up For the Dying 

Vampture Records 
Okay so it’s not a horror album 
per se, but the cover of this debut 
by American goth guy Anders 


Manga made me think of Clive 
Barker, the lyric sheet is loaded 
with medieval torture devices, and 
the music is pitch-black goth atti- 
tude to the core. Manga doesn't 
really offer anything new, but he 
does bring a convincing mix of 
old-school goth and Metropolis 
Records-style electronica that’ll fit 
right in with fetish circles and on 
the darker dance floors out there. 
Ultimately a little too dancy to be 
scary, One Up For the Dying does 
make up for it with dreamy, mood- 
ier songs like Heart Of Black. Not 
to mention he garners half a skull 
just for attempting a cover of Alice 
Cooper’s rare goth number See 
Me In The Mirror - made for the 
Monster Dog soundtrack in case 
you had forgotten. AL 



John Williams 

Decca/GNP Crescendo 
Having penned the themes for Star 
Wars and Jaws, among other defining 
Hollywood moments, John Williams 
has become the soundtrack industry’s 
biggest superstar, and blockbuster 
director Steven Spielberg’s fave rave. 

For War of the Worlds, Spielberg once 
again called in Williams’ compositional 
magic and mainly got what he asked 
for. A moody Prologue narrated by Morgan Freeman sets the stage for 
H.G. Wells’ alien apocalypse and Williams holds the notes counterpoint- 
ing hopefulness (on Reaching The Country and Ray And Rachel’s theme) 
with the tragic sadness of Refugee Status, the growing menace of The 
Intersection Scene and Probing The Basement. That said, there is no 
Emperor’s March here, or any distinctive musical moments that will 
have you blaring this from your lawn in Martian regalia. The aliens may 
have come with a bang, but they left with a whimper. RG && %% 



RUE MORGUE 83 









NECROPHAGIA Metal 

Harvest Ritual Volume I 

Coffin Records 

Death metal with the blackest of 
identity crises, Harvest Ritual Vol- 
ume I may be disgustingly carbonic 
(in the copying sense), but at least 
it’s got heart.... of the torn-from- 
the-chest-and-still-beating variety. 
Like Cradle Of Filth with an aura of 
realness to it, Necrophagia's Har- 
vest Ritual Volume I reeks of half- 
naked chicks in PVC and songs 
about post-mortem disfigurement 
(as per Dead Skin Slave and Stitch 
Her Further). All things told, this is 
what thick, guttural death metal 
should be: bleak to the point of tor- 
ment and bombastic to the point of 
torture... as if you’ve just been rav- 
aged by your own speakers. 

KC M® 


ABORTED Death Metal 

The Archaic Abattoir 

Olympic/Century Media 
There are two kinds of gore-core 
bands (grind-gore, “nu gore”, 
whatever): the schlock-laden silli- 
ness of Impaled or the cold, almost- 
psychotic vibe of Carcass. Bel- 
gium’s Aborted prefer the latter 
with their gruesome lyrics and 
blasting delivery on The Archaic 
Abattoir, an album as sick as it is 
enduring. This release maximizes 
Aborted’s medical textbook lyrical 


interest (particularly in songs like 
Blood Fixing The Bled and A Cold 
Logistic Slaughter), resulting in a 
dynamic, inhuman affair that feels 
like watching a coroner dissect 
your loving grandmother. Not as 
impressive as Goremageddon but 
sonically the bowel-rumbling gut- 
tural grunts and precise riffing 
never forget their low-end death 
metal ancestry, making virtually 
every song a smorgasbord of head- 
banging endurance. KC MM 


KILLERS BY TRADE Metal 
Pub Wolves of London 
Two Behind the Ear 

(vwwv.killersbytrade.com) 

If you’re down with any sort of hor- 
ror punk, hardcore, or metal scene, 
you can probably tolerate a fair bit 
of frommage. Hell, Jerry Only prac- 
tically built an empire out of making 
cheese cool (and we mean that in a 
good way), but I guess it all comes 
down to the delivery, because this 
slow-paced, horror-soaked, one- 
man metal band from Texas is 
cornier than Children of the Corn 
666: Isaac’s Return. The first two- 
song release here, Pub Wolves of 
London, offers a couple lycanthrop- 
ic-inspired ditties filled with monot- 
onous, simple progression, Sabbath 
riffs and gruff vocals. Two Behind 
the far coughs up one original ser- 
ial killer-themed song and a cover 
of AC/DC’s Night Prowler. Too bad 
the music lacks anything of interest 
’cause there’s much to be admired 
about this outfit, from the lyrics to 
the band’s name, which is taken 
from the film Man Bites Dog. AL 
Pub Wolves of London ® 

Two Behind the Ear ® 1/2 
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r f you think peddling horror rock in a city 
known for obnoxious belt buckles and 
Pabst Blue Ribbon is a rough gig, consider 
Shadow Reichenstein. In a bat-infested, 
black and white landscape decorated with iron 
crosses, inhabited by goons in gas masks and 
littered with empty bottles of Jack Daniels, this 
motley assortment of Dallas, Texas miscreants 
may look as though they stepped out of a 
Bauhaus version of The Hills Have Eyes. 

As the tall tale goes, it was a cold, dark Dal- 
las night when band 
members Boog Nasty 
(drums), Curt Saxon (gui- 
tar), James Ogre (bass) 
and vocalist Shadow 
snuck into a cemetery to 
dig up the remains of a 
Confederate soldier. 

“We heard dogs barking 
in the distance/’ says 
group founder Shadow, 
who adopted the Reichen- 
stein surname as his own. 

“When we looked up, we noticed two giant Rot- 
tweilers with huge teeth charging through the 
thick fog across the grounds at us. We ran to 
the cemetery gates and climbed over but Curt 
got left behind. When we turned around to see 
what had happened, he had perched himself on 
top of a huge tombstone like a little gargoyle to 
avoid these evil devil dogs. The tombstone had 
the name Reichenstein in huge letters written 
across it.” 

With that, a death rawk Prometheus was 


born. After unleashing the self-produced indie 
CD It’s Monster Rock in 2001, the band gained 
a name in psychobilly circles thanks to its 
crossbreed of gothic, rockabilly and surf styles 
channeled into songs like Dracula Built My 
Hotrod, Cemetery Surfin’ and Carnival Macabre. 
However, despite perceptions, the horror 
themes at play in Shadow Reichenstein take 
more from the outrageousness of ’80s punk 
and heavy metal than Johnny-come-hipsters 
like The Stray Cats. 

“I would compare our shows 
to Motley Crue and The Plas- 
matics," notes Shadow. “Those 
two bands, especially Crue at 
the time, had the perfect bal- 
ance of music and visuals. I 
never forgot Nikki Sixx’s jet- 
black hair spiked to the ceiling, 
his black B.C. Rich Warlock 
bass, 7-inch high heel platform 
boots and the double bass of 
Red Hot pounding in my chest 
at the Shout At The Devil con- 
cert.” 

Musically, there are other forces at work, 
however, and Shadow insists that his band 
strives to master the sound of terror by evoking 
the spectre of bands like Black Sabbath. 

“The song Black Sabbath is certainly one of 
the truest and purest horror rock songs ever 
recorded when you really think about it,” he 
says. “It’s still scary to this day cranked up in a 
dark room ail by yourself.” 

Shadow, who started out crafting horror- 


themed songs in his mom’s attic in the ’90s 
before forming the group, writes all of Shadow 
Reichenstein’s lyrics and music, plays all instru- 
ments except drums, and even contributed art- 
work to their second album Werewolf Order, 
which was recently released by Germany’s 
Fiendforce Records, a label known for signing 
bands who appreciate the spectacle of ghoul 
rock but can actually follow through as capable 
musicians. In fact, Werewolf Order sees both 
the look and sound of the band evolving into a 
more theatrical package. 

Adding pancake makeup and WWII helmets to 
the black lipstick and mascara, and peddling a 
much tougher sound - scrapping the rockabilly 
macabre in favour of their ’70s and ’80s rock 
and heavy metal influences - the band might 
rightly be mistaken for the wacky apocalypse 
dudes from Norwegian garage-metal punk out- 
fit Turbonegro. With slick references to Transyl- 
vania’s Borgo Pass, Bela Lugosi’s addiction to 
morphine, and boot-stomping lycanthrope sol- 
diers gearing for war, expect a barrage of sear- 
ing punk-styled guitar riffs, creepy keyboards 
and, of course, Shadow’s Lugosi-like, bellowing 
vocals. 

“Anybody can wear creepy makeup and write 
lyrics about graveyards,” he waxes, “but bring- 
ing out the horror in the music itself is much 
more difficult. The sound of horror is in the gui- 
tar chords you choose, the arrangement of 
notes and chord progressions; not makeup and 
costumes. 

Dig deep at shadowreichenstein.com for 
more. % 
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DESTROY ALL HUMANS! 

PS2 1 Xbox 

THQ 


One of the most imaginative and hilarious games 
to come out in a long while, Destroy All Humans! 
revisits the xenophobic B-movie madness of the 
’50s, where players take on the role of an alien 
named Cryptosporidium-137 on a mission to harvest 
human brains for DNA to save the race. Crypto is 
given some badass weaponry like the Zap-O-Matic, 
the Disintegrator Ray and - thanks to a hugely 
overdeveloped brain - mental powers that allow him 
to hypnotize people, pick them up and toss them 
around or make their heads explode. Crypto can 
even assume the identity of a human and wander in public undetected, but his best 
weapon by far is the Anal Probe; victims run away clenching their butt cheeks with 
their hands... and then their heads explode! 

Pursued by farmers, cops, the army and G-men, Crypto completes a variety of 
missions with titles like Earth Women Are Delicious! where he infiltrates a county 
fair, kidnaps a socialite for "experiments” and then destroys the entire grounds 
with his death-ray. The highlights are rounded out by the schlocky ’50s-style 
score, radio announcements riffing on movies like Plan 9 From Outer Space, and 
the game’s exhaustively detailed levels. 

Unfortunately, the sheer size of it begs for multi-player or online capability 
because, frankly, a lot of the time the playing areas are too empty and the side 
missions are bland. Low on chills, but high on camp and replay-ability DAH! 
would have made Ed Wood proud. 


HUNTING GROUND: THE ROCKIES 

RPG Sourcebook 

White Wolf Publishing 

Offered as a supplement for the Werewolf: 
The Forsaken RPG (HM#4G), Hunting Ground 
provides storytellers with the events leading up 
to a ferocious conflict in the mountains. Set 
around Denver and its outlying wilderness, HG 
is packed with plot hooks and physical and 
spiritual problems unique to the area - crazy 
Montana militiamen notwithstanding. The 
opening chapter concerns the history of the 
Denver War and the Idigam, a powerful spirit 
whose influence permeates everything in the region. Consecutive chap- 
ters detail various mountain werewolf tribes, the ever-present spirit 
world, various antagonists, and even offers advice on how to jack up the 
scares. Playing through Hunting Ground, gamers face the fact that Were- 
wolves are not the scariest creatures hunting in the night 





KILLER 7 

Gamecube I PS2 

Capcorn 


Set in an alternate (waaay alternate) reality, a 
peace-loving disarmed Earth is attacked by 
monstrous, invisible terrorists. This calls into 
action the Killer 7 assassins, each of whom 
(sniper, medic, lock-pick, etc.) have a special 
ability to aid their mission, and all of whom are 
actually distinct personalities of a wheelchair- 
Gbound nutcase named Harmon Smith(!). The 
stunning art in the game - cell shading rather 
than hyper-realistic animation - is replete with 
violence, blood and some very graphic sex scenes, if Takashi Miike could 
make a video game, this madness would be it. The soundtrack is just as 
awesome, filled with terrifying shrieks and maniacal laughter, but the 
game fails miserably with awkward character interaction and deplorable 
shooter control settings. But if you can somehow look past these frustra- 
tions, Killer 7 is one stylistic mindfuck. 
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Horror- Web 


"Moving and disturbing and Now Playing “Spine-tingling, powerful 

beautiful all at once. September 6 October musical story-telling." 

Check www.rue-morgue.com for show dates and tymes 

e/e*t ' f* eU 

“Unearthly. ” THE 111 IBRGUE iOUSE OF HORflOR “ Sinister . " 


Sleazegrinder 


Arrow In The Head 


2926 Dundas Street West (west of Keele, north side) 

$20 at the door 

$17 Advance tickets available exclusively from: 

The Rue Morgue Shoppe of Horror at WWW.RUE-MORGUE.COM 
The Rue Morgue House of Horror 2926 Dundas Street West - Toronto (weekdays 10-6 pm) 
Rue Morgue Festival of Fear National Horror Expo (Metro Toronto Convention Centre Aug 26-28 only) 
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15 new subscribers will win a Dead & Breakfast DVD courtesy of Anchor Bay 

Winners will be chosen at random and notified by phone or email. DVD available September 6. 
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COMIC EXPLOSION 
86 Centre SL 
Nutley, NJ 

Phone: 973-235-1336 

THE COMIC MONSTORE 
1 951 -B Jake Alexander Blvd. 
Salisbury, NC 
Phone: 704-636-0049 
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and his sister is discovered dead, the last line of the novella 
exclaiming that she has “glutted the thirst of a VAMPYRE!” 

Introducing several familiar aspects found in Dracula, Polidori’s 
story clearly helped shape Stoker’s tale. For example, although 
Aubrey becomes aware early on that Ruthven’s a monster, he’s 
completely under his control and unable to leave the ghoul’s side, 
despite believing him to have murdered a girl named lanthe, who’s 
discovered drained of blood, with two punctures in her neck. And 
the way that Ruthven uses Aubrey to procure lanthe and Aubrey’s 
sister in order to satisfy his thirst for blood anticipates Dracula 
using Jonathan Harker to get close to Lucy Westenra and Mina 
Murray. However, unlike Dracula and almost all other vampires 
since, Ruthven is not harmed by sunlight, can be killed by bullets, 
and is able to be resurrected if “exposed to the first cold ray of the 
moon that [rises] after his death.” 

The Vampyre also is strongly felt in the contemporary stories of 
Anne Rice and Poppy Z. Brite, which feature alluringly dark and 
mysterious characters like Ruthven, and also use the figure of the 
vampire to explore transgressive sexualities and homoerotic 
attraction. Indeed, it is possible to read the events of Polidori’s 
novella as a nightmarish expression of Aubrey’s anxiety about 
being homosexually attracted, to Ruthven, which would explain the 
peculiar hold he has over him. 

The Vampyre is without a doubt the source of many of the now- 
standard elements of vampire mythology. Although bloodsucking 
creatures of the night have undergone many transformations since 
Aubrey first became enamoured by Lord Ruthven, much of what 
emerges in Polidori’s novella casts a long, dark shadow over all 
subsequent vampire fiction. 

Richard Capes 


ram Stoker’s Dracula (1897) is the first vampire novel, right? 
Wrong. As every self-respecting fang fiend should know, long 
before the Count lured the unsuspecting Jonathan Harker to 
Transylvania, his literary grandfather, Lord Ruthven, was travelling through 
Europe and draining its maidens’ veins dry in Dr. John Polidori’s novella The 
Vampyre ( 1819). 

By a strange coincidence, the novella was born out of the same circum- 
stances as those that lead to the creation of Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein 
(1818). In 1816, Polidori became the personal physician of famous poet Lord 
Byron, and accompanied him on a trip around Europe, where they stayed with 
Mary and Percy Shelley at the Villa Diodati in Switzerland. Like Mary, Polidori 
was motivated to write his macabre tale after the group had spent a stormy 
night reading horror stories to one another and Byron proposed that they each 
compose one of their own. 

The inspiration for The Vampyre came from the outline of a horror story that 
Byron started but abandoned, and allowed Polidori to use and develop. This 
later led to some confusion over whether or not Polidori was the novella’s true 
author. Although Byron publicly denied authorship of The Vampyre and pub- 
lished his original outline, Fragment of a Novel, to prove it, many considered 
Polidori a plagiarist. This caused him to give up writing, and the only other work 
of fiction he produced was the largely forgotten, vampire-free Gothic novel 
Ernestus Berchtold (1 81 9). 

The Vampyre begins with an idealistic young man named Aubrey befriend- 
ing a mysterious gentleman named Lord Ruthven and leaving London with him 
to travel around Europe. During this trip, Ruthven is shot and badly wounded. 
Before he dies, he persuades Aubrey to swear an oath that he will keep his 
death a secret in England. Aubrey later returns to London and discovers that 
Ruthven is still alive. Traumatised by this miraculous resurrection and unable 
to warn others that Ruthven is still a vampire (because he’s bound by his oath), 
Aubrey goes insane. When he recovers, he finds out that his sister is engaged 
to be married to Ruthven, which forces him to decide whether to protect his 
oath or his sister’s life. In the end, he hesitates over this decision for too long 



John Polidori 
The Vampyre 

AND OTHER TALES OF THE MACABRE 


The Vampyre: Dracula 's literary grandfather. 
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They are called THE BLIND DEAD, heretic horsemen whose eyes were 
burned out to preyent_them from finding their way back from Hell. Over 
the course of 4 unforgettable films, writer/director Amando de Ossorio 
created what fright fans worldwide consider to be one of the most 
startling series in horror history. This unique quartet of terrifying films 
.deliver a relentless onslaught of creepy atmosphere, shocking violence, 
forbidden sexuality, and the still-chilling icons of EuroHorror: The eyeless 
undead who hunt by sound in their quest for human flesh. 
Don’t move... don’t breathe... don’t let them hear your heart beating: 
THE BLIND DEAD are backl 

Blue Underground is proud to present the Definitive Editions of 
these four long-unseen classics, now fully restored from original- 
vault materials and remastered in heart-stopping High Definition. 
This Limited Edition Collection also contains an exclusive Bonus Disc 
dedicated to the late Amando de Ossorio, a collectable 40-page booklet 
and more eye-popping Extras! 
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TOMBS OF THE BLIND DEAD: ©1971 Atlas International Film GmbH. All Rights Reserved. RETURN OF THE EVIL DEAD: ©1973 Atlas International Film GmbH. All Rights Reserved. 
THE GHOST GALLEON: ©1975 Video Mercury Films, S.A. All Rights Reserved. NIGHT OF THE SEAGULLS: ©2004 Victory Films. All Rights Reserved. 



